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necessity which compels the magazine to 
fall back so constantly on the regular old 
staff of contributors, whose average prod- 
uct has been gauged already ; just as ev- 
ery country-lyceum attempts annually to 
arrange an entirely new list of lectur- 
ers, and ends with no bolder experiment 
than to substitute Chapin and Beecher 
in place of last year’s Beecher and Cha- 
pin. 

Of course no editor is infallible, and 
the best magazine contains an occasional 
poor article. Do not blame the unfor- 
tunate conductor. He knows it as well 
as you do, — after the deed 18 done. The 
newspapers kindly pass it over, still pre- 
paring their accustomed opiate of sweet 
praises, so much for each contributor, so 
much for the magazine collectively,—like 
a hostess with her tea-making, a spoonful 
for each person and one for the pot. But 
I can tell you that there is an oflicial per- 
son who meditates and groans, meanwhile, 
in the night-watches, to think that in some 
atrocious moment of good-nature or sleep- 
iness he left the door open and let that 
ungainly intruder in. Do you expect 
him to acknowledge the blunder, when 
you tax him with it? Never,—he feels it 
too keenly. He rather stands up stoutly 
for the surpassing merits of the misshapen 
uild ; 


and as the mother is nevertheless inward- 


thing, as a mother for her deformed cl 


ly imploring that there may never be such 
another born to her, so be sure that it is 
not by reminding the editor of this calam- 
ity that you can allure him into risking a 
repetition of it. 

An editor thus shows himself to be but 
human; and it is well enough to remem- 
ber this fact, when you approach him. 
He is not a gloomy despot, no Nemesis 
or Rhadamanthus, but a bland and vir- 
tuous man, exceedingly anxious to secure 
plenty of good subscribers and contribu- 
tors, and very ready to perform any acts 
this 
Draw near him, there- 


of kindness not inconsistent with 
grand design. 
fore, with soft approaches and mild per- 
suasions. Do not treat him like an ene- 
my, and insist on reading your whole man- 


uscript aloud to him, with appropriate ges- 
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tures. His time has some value, if yours 
has not; and he has therefore educated 
his eye till it has become microscopic, 
like a naturalist’s, and can classify nine 
out of ten specimens by one glance at a 
scale or a feather. Fancy an ambitious 
echinoderm claiming a private interview 


with Agassiz, to demonstrate by verbal 


arguments that he is a mollusk! Besides, 


do you expect to administer the thing 


orally to each of the two hundred thou- 
sand, more or less, who turn the leaves 
of the “ Atlantic”? You 
the average eye, and must 
_ Do not trou! 
the light on your statu 


are writing f 
submit to 
verdict. 
of the public square which must test its 

value.” 
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take it; 
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ibmission ; 


what you ’d have it, 


But to discharge that friendly office no 


universal genius is salaried; and for in- 


tellect in the rough there is no market. 
or style, as for manners, must 
be chiefly 


style indicates certain natural powers in 


the individual, 


negative: a positively good 


but an unexceptionable 
style is merely a matter of culture and 
good models. Dr. Channing established 
in New England a standard of style which 
really attained almost the perfection of 


colorless, and the dis- 


of such a literary influ- 


crude nation, has been 
very gre I e defect of this stand- 


ard is it en in utterly renoun- 


cing all the raditions of literature, 
and ignoring magnificent mystery of 
words. Hluman language may be polite 


nd powerless in itself, uplifted with diffi- 


culty into expression by the high thoughts 
it utters, o nay in itself become so 
saturate ith war ife and delicious 
associati hat « very sentence shall pal- 
with the mere fascina- 
The 
| 


luded in the block of mar- 


statue is not 


nceivable splendor of 
‘Worcester’s Unabridged.” 
Ruskin says of painting that it 
he perfection and precision of the 


instantaneou 


line that the claim to im- 


mortalit made, so it is easy to see 
that a may outweigh a library. 
Keats |} catalogue of things real 


with “ , and passages of Shak- 


I 
ats himself has k 
1 wonders of expression 
surpassed by Shakspeare, 
lse who ever dared touch 
». There may be phras- 


na 


l be palaces to dwell in 


ses to ¢ xplore ; a single word 
may be a window from which one may 
the kingdoms of the earth 


} } ¢ 


and the glory of 


perceive all 
’ them. Oftentimes a 
word shall speak what accumulated vol- 


umes have labored in vain to utter: there 
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may be years of crowded passion in a 
word, and half a life in a sentence. 
Such being the majesty of the art you 
seek to practise, you can at least take 
time and deliberation before dishonoring 
it. Disabuse yourself especially of the 
belief that any grace or flow of style can 


Haste 


but it can never 


come from writing rapidly. 
ipshod, 
you graceful. 


can 


mak« make 


’ 
you sl 
With what dismay one reads 


of the wonderful fellows in fashionable 


novels, who can easily dash off a brilliant 
essay in a single night! When I think 
how slowly my poor thoughts come in, 


how tardily they connect themselves, what 


s prolona 
I :- 


a deliciou xd perplexity it is to 


cut and contrive a decent clothing of 
words for them, as a little 


her doll,—nay, how many new 


a single sentence sometimes 
it is presentable, till it seems at 
our army on the 


Potomac, as never 


could be th« roughly clothed,—I ce¢ rtainly 
should never dare to venture into print, 
for the confirmed suspicion that the 
done even so. I 

ny auto- 

sO precious or instruc- 

» as that s ‘rap of paper, still pre 
a, on which Ariosto wr 


different 


erved 
‘te in six- 
revisions one of his 


teen most 


famous stanzas. Do you know, my dear 
neophyte, how Balzac used to compose ? 


As a specin 


goes to make 


of the labor that sometimes 


an effective style, the pro- 


When 


had a new work in view, he 


cess is worth recording. Balzac 
first spent 
weeks in studying from real life for it, 


haunting the streets of Paris by 


day and 
His materials 


gained, he shut himself up till the book 


*k in hand. 


was written, perhaps two months, abso- 


luding evervbody but 


his pub- 
emerged pale and thin, with 
the complete manuscript in his hand, — 
not only written, but almost rewritten, so 
thorouc! r was the original ( opy altered, 
interlined, and rearranged. This strange 
production, almost illegible, was sent to 
the unfortunate printers ; with infinite dif- 
ficulty a proof-sheet was obtained, which, 


being sent to the author, was presently 
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returned in almost as hopeless a chaos 
of corrections as the manuscript first sub- 
mitted. Whole sentences were erased, 
others transposed, everything modified. 
A second and a third followed, alike torn 
to pieces by the ravenous pen of Balzac. 
The despairing printers labored by turns, 
only the picked men of the office being 
equal to the task, and they relieving each 
other at hourly intervals, as beyond that 
time no one could endure the fatigue. At 
last, by the fourth proof-sheet, the author 
too was wearied out, though not content- 
ed. “I work ten hours out of the twen- 
ty-four,” said he, “ over the elaboration 
of my unhappy style, and I am never 
satisfied, myself, when all is done.” 

Do not complain that this scrupulous- 
ness is probably wasted, after all, and 
that nobody knows. The public knows. 
People criticize higher than they attain. 
When the Athenian audience hissed a 
public speaker for a mispronunciation, it 
did not follow that any one of the mal- 
contents could pronounce as well as the 
orator. In our own lyceum-audiences 
there may not be a man who does not 
yield to his own private eccentricities of 
dialect, but see if they do not appreciate 
elegant English from Phillips or Everett! 
Men talk of writing down to the public 


taste who have never yet written up to 
that standard. 
a good tongue,” said old Fuller, “ that 
wanted ears to hear it.” 


“ There never yet was 


If one were ex- 
pecting to be judged by a few scholars 
only, one might hope somehow to cajole 
them ; but it is this vast, unimpassioned, 
unconscious tribunal, this average judg- 
ment of intelligent minds, which is truly 
formidable, — something more undying 
than senates and more omnipotent than 
courts, something which rapidly cancels 
all transitory reputations, and at last be- 
comes the organ of eternal justice and 
infallibly awards posthumous fame. 
The first demand made by the public 
upon every composition is, of course, that 
it should be attractive. In addressing a 
miscellaneous audience, whether through 
eye or ear, it is certain that no man liv- 


ing has a right to be tedious. Every 
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editor is therefore compelled to insist that 
his contributors should make themselves 
agreeable, whatever else they may do. 
To be agreeable, it is not necessary to be 
amusing ; an essay may be thoroughly de- 
lightful without a single witticism, while 
a monotone of jokes soon grows tedious. 
Charge your style with life, and the pub- 
lic will not ask for conundrums. But the 
profounder your discourse, the greater 
must necessarily be the effort to refresh 
and diversify. Ihave observed, in address- 
ing audiences of children in schools and 
elsewhere, that there is no fact so grave, 
no thought so abstract, but you can make 
it very interesting to the small people, if 
you will only put in plenty of detail and 
illustration ; and I have not observed that 
in this respect grown men are so very dif- 
ferent. If, therefore, in writing, you find it 
your mission to be abstruse, fight to render 
your statement clear and attractive, as if 
your life depended on it: your literary 
life does depend on it, and, if you fail, 
relapses into a dead language, and be- 
comes, like that of Coleridge, only a Bio- 
graphia Literaria. Labor, therefore, not 
in thought alone, but in utterance ; clothe 
and reclothe your grand conception twen- 
ty times, until you find some phrase that 
with its grandeur shall be lucid also. It 
is this unwearied literary patience that 
has enabled Emerson not merely to in- 
troduce, but even to popularize, thoughts 
of such a quality as never reached the 
popular mind before. And when such a 
writer, thus laborious to do his utmost for 
his disciples, becomes after all incompre- 
hensible, we can try to believe that it 
is only that inevitable obscurity of vast 
thought which Coleridge said was a com- 
pliment to the reader. 

In learning to write availably, a newspa- 
per-office isa capital preparatory school. 
Nothing is so good to teach the use of 
materials, and to compel to pungency of 
style. Being always at close quarters 
with his readers, a journalist must shorten 
and sharpen his sentences, or he is doom- 
ed. Yet this mental alertness is bought at 
a severe price; such living from hand to 
mouth cheapens the whole mode of intel- 
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lectual existence, and it would seem that 
no successful journalist could ever get the 
newspaper out of his blood, or achieve 
any high literary success. 

For purposes of illustration and eluci- 
dation, and even for amplitude of vocab- 
ulary, wealth of accumulated materials is 
essential; and whether this wealth be 
won by reading or by experience makes 
no great difference. Coleridge attended 
Davy’s chemical lectures to acquire new 
metaphors, and it is of no consequence 
whether one comes to literature from a 
library, a machine-shop, or a forecastle, 
provided he has learned to work with 
thoroughness the soil he knows. After 
all is said and done, however, books re- 
main the chief quarries. Johnson declar- 
ed, putting the thing perhaps too mechan- 
ically, “ The greater part of an author’s 
time is spent in reading in order to write ; 
a man will turn over half a library to make 
one book.” Addison collected three fol- 
ios of materials before publishing the first 
number of the “ Spectator.” Remember, 
however, that copious preparation has its 
perils also, in the crude display to which it 
tempts. The object of high culture is not 
You do 


not put guano on your garden that your 


t 
to exhibit culture, but its results. 


garden may blossom guano. Indeed, even 
for the proper subordination of one’s own 
thoughts tl 
and there 
training t 


» same self-control is needed ; 
is no severer test of literary 
han in the power to prune out 
cherished when it 
grows « bvious that the sacrifice will help 
the symmetry or vigor of the whole. 


Be noble both in the affluence and the 


one’s most sentence, 


economy of your diction ; spare no wealth 
that you can put in, and tolerate no su- 
perfluity that can be struck out. Remem- 
ber the Lacedemonian who was fined for 
saying that in three words which might 
as well have been expressed in two. Do 
not throw a dozen vague epithets at a 
thing, in the hope that some one of them 
will fit; but study each phrase so care- 
fully that the most ingenious critic can- 
not alter it without spoiling the whole 
For 


reason do not take refuge, as 


passage for everybody but himself. 


the same 
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was the practice a few years since, in 
German combinations, heart-utterances, 
soul-sentiments, and hyphenized phrases 
generally; but roll your thought into one 
good English word. There is no fault 
which seems so hopeless as commonplace- 
ness, but it is really easier to elevate the 
commonplace than to reduce the turgid. 
How few men in all the pride of culture 
can emulate the easy grace of a bright 
woman’s letter ! 

Have faith enough in your own indi- 
viduality to keep it resolutely down for 
a year or two. A man has not much in- 
tellectual capital who cannot treat him- 
Pre- 


mature individualism commonly ends ei- 


self to a brief interval of modesty 


ther in a reaction against the original 
whims, or in a mannerism which perpet- 
uates them. For mannerism no one is 
great enough, because, though in the hands 
of a strong man it imprisons us in novel 
fascination, yet we soon grow weary, and 
then hate our prison forever. How spark- 
ling was Reade’s crisp brilliancy in ‘‘ Peg 
Woflington ”!— but into what disagree- 
able affectations it has since degenerated ! 
Carlyle was a boon to the human race, 
amid the tameness into which English style 
was declining; but who is not tired of 
him and his catchwords now? He was 
the Jenner of our modern style, inocu- 
lating and saving us all by his quaint 
frank Germanism, then dying of his own 
disease. Now the age has outgrown him, 
and is approaching a mode of writing 
which unites the smoothness of the eigh- 
teenth century with the vital vigor of the 
seventeenth, so that Sir Thomas Browne 
and Andrew Marvell seem quite as near 
to us as Pope or Addison, —a style pene- 
trated with the best spirit of Carlyle, with- 
out a trace of Carlylism. 

Be neither too lax nor too precise in 
your use of language: the one fault ends 
in stiffness, the other in slang. Some one 
told the Emperor Tiberius that he might 
give citizenship to men, but not to words. 
To be sure, Louis XIV. in childhood, wish- 
ing for a carriage, called for mon carrosse, 
and made the former feminine a mascu- 


line to all future Frenchmen. But do not 
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undertake to exercise these prerogatives 
of royalty until you are quite sure of be- 
ing crowned. ‘The only thing I remem- 
ber of our college text-book of Rhetoric 
is one admirable verse of caution which 
it quoted : — 
“Tn words, as fashions, the same rule will hold, 
Alike fantastic, if too new or old; 
se not the 


first by whom the are tried, 


Nor yet the last to lay the old aside.” 


new 


Especially do not indulge any fantastic 


preference for either Latin or Anglo- 
Saxon, the two great wings on which our 
magnificent English soars and sings; we 
can spare neither. The combination gives 
us an affluence cf synonymes and a deli- 
cacy of discrimination such as no unmix- 
ed idiom can show. 

While you utterly shun slang, whether 
native- or foreign-born, — (at present, by 
the way, our popular writers use far less 
not 
shrink from Americanisms, so they be 


slang than the English,)— yet do 


good ones. American literature is now 
thoroughly out of leading-strings ; and the 
nation which supplied the first appreci 

tive audience for Carlyle, Tennyson, and 
the Brownings, can certainly trust its own 
literary instincts to create the new words 
it needs. To be sure, the ineleg incies 
with which we are chiefly reproached are 
not distinctively American: Burke uses 
“ pretty considerable ” ; Miss Burney says, 


“T trembled a few”; the English Bible 
and 
Southey “ realize,” in the exact senses in 


says * ret kon,” Lo ke has ~” gue _ 


which one sometimes hears them used 


colloquially here. Nevertheless such im- 
proprieties are of course to be avoided; 
Americanisms exist, 
The 


alone is a sufficient 


but whatever good 
let us hold to them by all means. 
diction of Emerson 
proof, by its unequalled range and pre- 
cision, that no people in the world ever 
had access to a vocabulary so rich and 
To the pre- 
vious traditions and associations of the 


copious as we are acquiring. 


English tongue we add resources of con- 
temporary life such as England cannot 
rival. Political freedom makes every 
man an individual; a vast industrial ac- 


tivity makes every man an inventor, not 
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merely of labor-saving machines, but of 
labor-saving words; universal schooling 
popularizes all thought and sharpens the 
edge of all language. We unconsciously 
demand of our writers the same dash and 
the same accuracy which we demand in 
The 


mixture of nationalities is constantly coin- 


railroading or dry-goods-jobbing. 


ing and exchanging new felicities of dia- 
lect: Ireland, Scotland, Germany, Afri- 
ca are present everywhere with their va- 
rious contributions of wit and shrewd- 
ness, thought and geniality ; in New York 
and elsewhy re one finds whole thorough- 
fares of France, Italy, Spain, Portugal ; 
on our Western railways there are pla- 
cards printed in Swedish ; even China is 
creeping in. The colonies of England 
are too far and too provincial to have 
had much reflex influence on her litera- 
ture, but how our phraseology is already 
amplified by our relations with Spanish- 
America! The life-blood of Mexico tlow- 
ed into our newspapers while the war 
was in progress; and the gold of Califor- 
nia glitters in our primers. Many foreign 
cities may show a greater variety of mere 
national costumes, but the representative 
value of our immigrant tribes is far great- 
er from the very fact that they merge 
their mental costume in ours. Thus the 
American writer finds himself among his 
phrases like an American sea-captain 
amid his crew: a medley of all nations, 
waiting for the strong organizing New- 
England mind to mould them into a 
unit of force. 

There are certain minor matters, sub- 


Do not habit- 
ually prop your sentences on crutches, 


sidiary to elegance, if not elegancies, and 


therefore worth attention. 


such as Italics and exclamation - points, 
but make them stand without aid ; if they 
cannot emphasize themselves, these de- 
vices are commonly but a confession of 
helplessness. Do not leave loose ends 
as you go on, straggling things, to be 
caught up and dragged along uneasily 
in foot-notes, but work them all in neat- 
ly, as Biddy at her bread-pan gradually 
kneads in all the outlying bits of dough, 


till she has one round and comely mass. 
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Redi yourself to short allowance of 


parentheses and dashes; if you employ 


them merely from clumsiness, they will 
} 


lose all their proper power in your hands. 
Economize quotation-marks also, clear 


that dust from your pages, assume your 
readers to be acquainted with the current 


jokes and the stock epithets: all persons 


like the cor nent of having it presum- 


ed they know something, and prefer 


to discover the wit or beauty of your al- 
lusion without a guide-board. 
The salle 


citations and the 


rinciple applies to learned 
results of study. Knead 
these thoroughly in, supplying the maxi- 
information with a mini- 


1 
nooimaster. 


mum of de 
mum of visible s It requires 
no pedanti tion of Euclid to indicate 
a mathematical mind, but only the habitual 
use of clear t ms and close connections. 
To emplo 
Whatel 


able that ‘e juve 


irgument the forms of 


would render it prob- 
nile and certain 
s; wreathe the chain 
you have studied 
more you will be 
in the back- 


result of 


ndorff 
such ac- 
quirem \ » in a finer ear for 
words ; he said, the man who 
had studi 


know th 


terial 5 


language could not 
spare the raw ma- 
sly in Latin as did 
General n Jack Downing 
Was out ol the w y; ind avoid Fren h 
as some \ovelists avoid Eng- 
re elementary and 
estions, fitted for the 
yur iterary career. 
in print, there are 
ounsels. 
inute, not a second, 
te to others the mer- 
ance. If your work 
lf, you cannot vin- 
labor steadily on to 
ds no advocate but 
l of Haydon, the English 
had taken half the pains 
tures that he took to 


he had painted them, 


y “7 - 
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his fame would have been secure. Sim- 
ilar was the carecr of poor Horne, who 
wrote the farthing epic of “ Orion” with 
one grand line in it, and a prose work 
without “The False Medium 
excluding Men of Genius from the Pub- 
lic.” 


trying to repeal the exclusion in his own 


any, on 
He spent years in ineffectually 


case, and has since manfully gone to the 
grazing regions in Australia, hoping there 
at least to find the sheep and the goats 
better Do not 


Remember how many 


discriminated. emulate 
these tragedies. 
great writers have created the taste by 
which they were enjoyed, and do not be 
in a hurry. Toughen yourself a little, 
and perform something better. Ins ribe 
above your desk the words of Rivarol, 


It takes 


shingle 


* Genius is only creat patie nce.” 
less time to build an avenue of 


palaces than to hide away unseen, block 


by block, the vast foundation-stones of an 
observatory. Most by-gone literary fames 


have been very short-lived in America, 


bec ause they h ive laste d no ] mnger than 
they deserved. Happening the other day 
to recur to a list of Cambridge lyceum- 
lecturers in my boyish days, I find with 
dismay that the only name now popularly 
remembered is that of Emerson: 


oblivion, or a professorship has 


death, 
closed 
over all the rest, while the whole stand- 
ard of American literature has been vast- 
ly raised meanwhile, and no doubt partly 
through their labors. To this day, some 
ifted writers are being dwarf- 


of our most ¢ 


ed by the unkind friendliness of too early 
praise. It was Keats, the most precocious 
of all great poets, the stock victim of crit- 
ical assassination, — though the charge 
does him utter injustice, — who declared 
that “ nothing is finer for purposes of pro- 
duction than a very gradual ripening of 
the intellectual powers.” 

conceited by 


Yet do 


obscurity, any more than by notoriety. 


not be made 


Many fine geniuses have been long ne 


lected; but what would become of us, if 
all the neglected were to turn out 


es? It is unsafe reasoning from either 
extreme. You are not necessarily writ- 


your reputation 
. i 


ing like Holmes because 





408 


for talent began in college, nor like Haw- 
thorne because you have been before 
the public ten years without an admirer. 
Above all, do not seek to encourage your- 
self by dwelling on the defects of your 
rivals: strength comes only from what is 
above you. Northcote, the painter, said, 
that, in observing an inferior picture, he 
always felt his spirits droop, with the 
suspicion that perhaps he deceived him- 
self and his own paintings were no bet- 
ter; but the works of the mighty mas- 
ters always gave him renewed strength, 
in the hope that perhaps his own had in 
their smaller way something of the same 
divine quality. 

Do not complacently imagine, because 
your first literary attempt proved good 
second will 


and successful, that your 


The very 


doubtless improve upon it. 
contrary sometimes happens. A man 
dreams for years over one projected com- 
position, all his reading converges to it, 
ali his experience stands related to it, it 
is the net result of his existence up to a 
certain time, it is the cistern into which 
he pours his accumulated life. Embold- 
ened by success, he mistakes the cistern 
for a fountain, and instantly taps his brain 
again. 
pared with the first, costs but half the 
pains and attains but a quarter part of 


The second production, as com- 


the merit ; a little more of fluency and fa- 


cility perhaps, — but the vigor, the wealth, 
the origi 
are wanting. One would think that almost 


ality, the head of water, in short, 


any intelligent man might write one good 
thing in a lifetime, by reserving himself 
long enough: it is the effort after quantity 
The greatest 
man has passed his zenith, when he once 


which proves destructive. 


begins to cheapen his style of work and 
sink into a book-maker: after that, though 
the newspapers may never hint at it, nor 
his admirers own it, the decline of his ca- 
reer is begun. 

Yet the author is not alone to blame 
for this, but also the world which first 
tempts and then reproves him. Goethe 
says, that, if a person once does a good 
thing, society forms a league to prevent 


his doing another. His seclusion is gone, 
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joy the bliss of writing for 


ra *7 
L4spru, 


and therefore his unconsciousness and his 
leisure ; luxuries tempt him from his fru- 
gality, and soon he must toil for luxuries ; 
then, because he has done one thing well, 
he is urged to squander himself and do a 
thousand things badly. In this country 
especially, if one can learn languages, 
he must go to Congress; if he can argue 
a case, he must become agent of a fac- 
tory: out of this comes a variety of 
training which is very valuable, but a 
wise man must have strength to call in 
his resources before middle-life, prune 
off divergent activities, and concentrate 
himself on the main work, be it what it 
may. It is shameful to see the indeter- 
minate lives of many of our gifted men, 
unable to resist the temptations of a busy 
land, and so losing themselves in an aim- 
less and miscellaneous career. 

Yet it is unjust and unworthy in Marsh 
to disfigure his fine work on the English 
language by traducing all who now write 
that tongue. “ None seek the audience, 
fit, though few, which contented the am- 
bition of Milton, and all writers for the 
press now measure their glory by their 


gains,” 


and so indefinitely onward, — 
which is simply cant. Does Sylvanus 
Cobb, Jr., who honestly earns his annu- 
al five thousand dollars from the “ New 
York Ledger,” take rank as head of 

by virtue of his sal- 


American literature by 
ary ? 


prof 


ture are rising, — trivial as th 


Jecause the its of true litera- 
y still are 
beside those of commerce or the pro- 
fessions, —its merits do not necessarily 
decrease, but the contrary is more likely 
to happen; for in this pursuit, as in all 
others, cheap work is usually poor work. 
None but gentlemen of fortune can en- 
nothing and 


Nor does the 
practice of compensation by the 


paying their own printer. 
; page 
work the injury that has often been igno- 
rantly predicted. No contributor need 
hope to cover two pages of a periodical 
with what might be adequately said in 
one, unless he assumes his editor to be as 
foolish as himself. The Spartans exiled 
Ctesiphon for bragging that he could 


1 


speak the whole day on any subject se- 
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lected : 


tle value, unless 


and a modern magazine is of lit- 
it has a Spartan at its 
head. 

Strive always to remember — though 
it does not seem intended that we should 
quite bring it home to ourselves— that 
and that 


American literature of ours will be 


“ To-Day is a king in disguise,” 
this 


just as classic a thing, if we do our part, 


as any which the past has treasured. 


There is a mirage over all literary asso- 
ciations. Keats and Lamb seem to our 


young people to be existences as remote 


and legendary as Homer, yet it is not an 


old man’s life since Keats was an awk- 
ward boy at the door of Hazlitt’s lecture- 


Lamb was introducing Tal- 
Wordsworth as his own only 
admirer. In reading Spence’s “ Anec- 


dotes.” P pe and 


room, and 
fourd to 


Idison appear no far- 
ther off; and wherever I open Bacon’s 
“ Essays,” I am sure 
that one magical sentence, annihilating 
centuries, “When I was a child, and 


Queen Elizabeth was 


to end at last with 


in the flower of 


imperceptible transformation 
nplace pres¢ nt into the sto- 
equally to the pursuits 

of war an 
Be not n 


moment it ov 


ie serenest works of peace. 
by the excitements of the 
rrating the charms of 
military life. In this chaos of uniforms, 
we seem to be approaching times such as 
existed in En 
the splenetic 


only distinct 


gland after Waterloo, when 
that the 
on was to be a little undis- 


=~ 


No doubt, war brings out 


Byron declared 


tinguished. 
grand and unexpected qualities, and there 
is a perennial fascination in the Eliza- 
bethan Raleighs and Sidneys, alike he- 
But the fact is 


it there is scarcely any art whose 


roes of pen and sword. 
patent, tl 
rudiments are so easy to acquire as the 
military ; the manuals of tactics have no 
difficultic 


dinary prof 


mparable to those of the or- 


sional text-books; and any 


one who ec lrill a boat’s crew or a ball- 
club can learn 


in a very few weeks to 


drill a company or even a regiment. Giv- 


en in addition the power to command, to 


organize execute, — high quali- 
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ties, though not rare in this community 
and you have a man needing but 
and experience to make a general. 
than this can be acquired only by an ex- 
clusive absorption in this one art ; as Na- 
poleon said, that, to have good soldiers, a 
nation must be always at war. 

If, therefore, duty and opportunity call, 
count it a privilege to obtain your share 
in the new career ; throw yours 
as resolutely and joyously as if it 
summer-campaign in the Adirondack 
never fancy for a moment that you hz 
discovered grander or m inli 
than you might be leading every d Ly at 
home. It is not needful here to decide 
which is intrinsically the better thing, a 
column of a newspaper or a column of 
attack, Wordsworth’s “ Lines on Immor- 
tality” or Wellington’s Lines of T 
Vedr: 
though posterity seems to remember lit- 
not 


orite 


rres 


hI 


is; each is noble, if nobly done, 


erature the longest. The writer is 
celebrated for having been the fa 
of the conqueror, but sometimes 
queror only for having favored 

for having spurned the writer. 

the great Sultan died, his power 
glory departed from him, and nothing re- 
mained but this one fact, that he knew 
not the worth of Ferdousi.” 
this 
What a fantastic whim the y 


There is a 
slicht delusion in dazzling glory. 
12 


oung heu- 
it, when General W slfe, 
on the eve of battle, said of Gray’s “ Ele 


tenants thought 


gy,” “Gentlemen, I would rather have 
written that poem than have taken Que- 
bec.” Yet, no doubt, it is by the mem ry 
of that remark that Wolfe will live the 
longest, — aided by the stray line of an- 
other poet, still reminding us, not need- 
lessly, that “ Wolfe’s great name ’s co- 
temporal with our own.” 

Once the poets and the sages w 
held to be pleasing triflers, fit for hours 
Now 
| 


of relaxation in the lulls of wan 


recoor ize 


the pursuits of peace are 
the real, and war as the accidental. 
interrupts all higher avocati 

the cry 


cuished, the important affair 


of fire: when the 


resumed. Six years ag 
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“ Times ” was bewailing that all thought 
and culture in England were suspended 
War. 


Give us good recruits, at 


by the Crimean “We want no 


more boc ks. 


least five feet seven, a good model for a 
floating-battery, and a gun to take effect 
at five thousand yards,— and Whigs and 
Tories, High and Low Church, the poets, 


astronomers, and critics, may settle it 
among themselves.” How remote seems 


that epoch now! and how remote will the 


present soon while art and sci- 


appear 
ae | 
ence will resume their sway serene, be- 
Yesterday I 
| 


funnery am 


neath skies ¢ turn- 


ed from treatises on forti- 


fication to open Milton’s Latin Poems, 


} 1 1 . . 
which I had never read, and there, in 


um Liber,” I came upon a 
orand as anything in “ Para- 
a 


. - oat { Plato’ 2 
iis description of Plato’s ar- 


chetypal man, the vast ideal of the hu- 


man race, eternal, incorrupt, coeval with 


the stars, dwelling either in tl 


1e side real 
ong the Lethean mansions 
, or pacing the unexplored 
h il itable ol be, There 
ijestic image, VE iled in a 
isible ; and it 
poet’s own sylvan 
suddenly cut down, and 

view of Olympus. Then all 
j i tik ~] of 


lascinating trivial 
ebbed away, ] ke 
them, and there 


but 


belo! 


al in the universe 


vith all contem- 
Iree govern- 

‘ bit to over- 

rate the dramatis person * the hour. 
How empty to us are now the names of 
t { politicians of the last genera- 
tion, as Crawford and Lowndes! — yet it 
3 but a few years since these men filled 
in the public ear as large a space as Clay 
or Calhoun afterwards, and when they 
died, the race of the giants was thought 


The path to 


oblivion of these 
even Webster 
will be to the next age but a mighty tra- 


ended. 


later idols is just as sure ; 


dition, and all that he has left will seem 


no more commensurate with his fame 
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than will his statue by Powers. If any- 
thing preserves the statesmen of to-day, 
it will be only because we are coming to 
a contest of more vital principles, which 
Of all 


gifts, eloquence is the most short-lived. 


may better embalm the men. 
The most accomplished orator fades for- 
gotten, and his laurels pass to some hoarse, 
inaudible Burke, accounted rather a bore 
during his lifetime, and possessed of a 
convincing, the 
‘ After all,” said 


with melancholy 


faculty of scatt« ring, not 
House. 


brilliant Choate, 


members of the 

the 

foreboding, -2 book i the only immor- 
tality.” 

So few men in any age are born with 

a marked gift for literary expression, so 

cess to high 

, 50 lew evi se have the per- 


Jleness to us eir powers well, 


I 


sonal nol 
and this 


ed by disease an 


mall bar finally so decimat- 


d disaster, that 
it makes one sh 
tle of the 


is left behind. siterat is attar of ros- 


to observe how lit- 
embod | intellect of any age 
es, one distilled a 
Think 


once divided the glol 


rom a million blos- 


SO1lDs. 


how Spain and Portugal 
between them in 
a treaty, when England was a petty king- 
illiterate tribes! 


dom of -and now all 


Spain is condensed for us into Cervantes, 


and ail Portug nto the fa 
tl 


ling fame of 


1e unread Camoe1 The long magnifi- 


re has left us only J 
Quatiro Poeti, the I ir Poets. The dif- 
, 11 


ference between Shakspeare and his con- 


emporaries is not that he is read twice, 


cence of Ital 


am 


ten times, a hundred times as much as 


they: it is an absolute difference ; he is 

read, and they a 
Yet, if our lift 

porary distinction 

we may learn humility, without learning 

despair, from earth’s evanescent 

Who cannot bear a few d 


isappointments, 
that tl 


if the vista be 1e mute in- 


so wide 


2 *) f alt b 
giorious Miltons of this sphere 


some other sing their Paradise as Found ? 


may in 


or forgetfulness, can 


War or peace, fame 
bring no real injury to one who has form- 


ed the fixed purpose to live nobly day by 


day. I fancy that in some other realm 
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ot existence we 


look back with 


some kind interest on this scene of our 


may 


earlier life, and say to one another,— 
* Do you remember yonder planet, where 


” And wheth- 


once we went to school ? 


guard-house was, in fact, nothing 
shed 

had been built for a cider-press 
Captain Dorr had 
had 


his plantation, and the 


T 
LHE 


in the middle of a stubble- 


summer; but since 


into th regiment 


army, his 
‘ umped over halt 
shed w oarded up, with heavy wickets 
i hold whatever prisoners 
‘ir hands from Floyd’s 


I 
ps, his farm,—a sort of wedge in 


As 


heat counties of Western Vir- 


It was a strong point for the Fed- 


one prisoner was in the 
The 


mm Illinois, gaped incessant- 


-house now. sentry, a raw 


( at-h ind fre 
ivh the bars, not sure if 


ly at him throt 


the “ Secesh” were limbed and he ade l 
like other men; but the November fog 


was so thick that he could discern noth- 


ing but a short, squat man, in brown 


clothes and hat, heavily striding 
to and fro. A negro was crouching out- 


ide, his 


Keep 


knees cuddled in his 


arms to 


warm: a field-hand, you could be 
t] 


sure from the face, a grisly patch of 


flabby black, with a dull eluding word 
of something, you could not tell what, in 
the points of eyes, — treachery 


he only answer was a lazy 


r gloom. 
opped, cursing him about 


‘baccy, Mars’ John?” he 


whined, in the middle of the hottest oath. 
The man stopped abruptly, turning his 
pocke ts inside out 


“That ’s all 


, Ben,” he said, kindly 


enough. “Now begone, you black dev- 


li 


“ Dem ’s um, Mars’! Goin’ ’mediate,” 
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er our elective study here lay chiefly 
fields of of thought 
will matter little to us then, when other 


in the action or 


schools shall have led us through other 
disciplines. 


LAMAR. 


— catching the tobacco, and lolling down 
full length as his master turned off again. 

Dave Hall, the sentry, stared reflec- 
tively, and Sat down. 

“Ben? Who air you next ?” — nurs- 
ing his musket across his knees, baby- 
fashion. 

Ben measured him with one eye, pol- 
ished the quid in his greasy hand, and 
looked at it. 

“ Pris’ner o’ war,” he mumbled, finally, 
— contemptuously ; for Dave’s trousers 
were in rags like his own, and his chil- 
blained toes stuck through the shoe-tops. 
Cheap white trash, clearly. 

“ Yer master’s some at swearin’. Heow 


many, neow, hes he like you, down to 
Georgy ?” 

Ihe boatman’s bony face was gather- 
ing a woful pity. He had enlisted to free 
the Uncle Toms, and carry God’s ven- 


geance to the Legrees. Here they were, 
a pair of them. 

Ben squinted another critical survey 
of the “miss’able Linkinite.” 

“ How many wells hev yer poisoned 
since yer set out ?” he muttered. 

The sentry stopped. 

“How many ’longin’ to de Lamars ? 


"Bout as many as der’s dam’ Yankees 


in Richmond ’baccy-houses!” 
Something in Dave’s shrewd, whitish 
eye warned him off. 
“Ki yi! yer white nigger, yer!” he 
chuckled, shuffling down the stubble. 
Dave clicked his musket, — then, chok- 
ing down an oath into a grim Methodist 
psalm, resumed his walk, looking askance 


at the coarse-moulded face of the prisoner 
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peering through the bars, and the dia- 
mond studs in his shirt, — bought with 
The man was 
the black curse of slavery itself in the 


human blood, doubtless. 


flesh, in his thought somehow, and he 
Our men of the 
Northwest have enough brawny Cove- 
nanter muscle in their religion to make 


hated him accordingly. 


them good haters for opinion’s sake. 
Lamar, the prisoner, watched him with 
a lazy drollery in his sluggish black eyes. 
It died out into sternness, as he looked 
He had seen this 
Cheat country before; this very planta- 


beyond the sentry. 


tion was his grandfather’s a year ago, 
when he had come up from Georgia here, 
and loitered out the summer months with 
his Virginia cousins, hunting. That was 


a pleasant summer! Something in the 
remembrance of it flashed into his eyes, 
dewy, genial; the man’s leather-covered 
face reddened like a child’s. 


ago, — and now 


Only a year 
The plantation was 
Charley Dorr’s now, who had married 
This very shed he and Dorr had 
planned last spring, and now Charley 


Ruth. 
held him a prisoner in it. The very 
thought of Charley Dorr warmed his 
Why, he could thank God there 
were such men. 

of his little body! 


how he had avoided Ruth until the day 


heart. 
an . a 
True erit, every inch 


There, last summer, 


when he (Lamar) was going away !—then 
he told him he meant to try and win her. 
“ She cared most for you always,” Lamar 
had said, bitterly ; “why have you wait- 
“ You loved her first, John, 
That was like aman! He 
remembered that even that day, when 


” 


ed so long? 


} ” 
you Know. 


his pain was breathless and sharp, the 
words made him know that Dorr was fit 
to be her husband. 

The word meant 
He thought less 
meanly of himself, when he remembered 
it. Charley’s prisoner! An odd chance! 
Better that than to have met in battle. 
He thrust back the thought, the sweat 
oozing out on his face, — something with- 


Dorr was his friend. 
much to John Lamar. 


in him muttering, “ For Liberty! I would 
have killed him, so help me God!” 
He had brought despatches to General 


John Lamar. 
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Lee, that he might see Charley, and the 
old place, and— Ruth again; there was 
a gnawing hunger in his heart to see 
them. Fool! 


what was he to them ? 


The man’s face grew slowly pale, as that 


of a savage or an animal does, when the 
wound is deep and inward. 
The 


less : 


November day was dead, sun- 
since morning the sky had had only 
enough life in it to sweat out a few mud- 
dy drops, that froze as they fell: the cold 
numbed his mouth as he breathed it. This 
stubbly slope was where he and his grand- 
father had headed the deer: it was cov- 
ered with hundreds of dirty, yellow tents 
now. Around there were hills like un- 
couth monsters, swathed in ice, holding 
up the sogzy sky; shivering pine-forests; 
and the Cheat, 
coiled about the frozen sinews of the hills, 


unmeaning, dreary flats ; 
limp and cold, like a cord tying a dead 
Whatever outlook of joy or 


worship this region had borne on its face 


man’s jaws. 


in time gone, it turned to him to-day 
nothing but stagnation, a great death. 
He wondered idly, looking at it, (for the 
old Huguenot brain of the man was full 
of morbid fancies,) if it were winter alone 
that had deadened color and pulse out 
of these full-blooded hills, or if they could 
the 
threshold, and forgot to praise God as 
it came. 

Over that farthest ridge the house had 
The guard (he had been taken 
by a band of Snake-hunters, back in the 
hills) had brought him past it. 


know colder horror crossing their 


stood. 


It was a 
heap of charred rafters. “ Burned in the 
night,” they said, “ when the old Colonel 
was alone.” They were very willing to 
show him this, as it was done by his own 
party, the Secession “ Bush-whackers” ; 
took him to the wood-pile to show him 
where his grandfather had been murder- 
and buried, 
“ Colo- 


nel said ’t was a job fur us to pay up; so 


ed, (there was a red mark,) 


his old hands above the ground. 


we went to the village an’ hed a scrim- 
mage,” — pointing to gaps in the hedges 
where the dead Bush-whackers yet lay 
He looked at them, and at 
besotted 


unburied. 


the faces about him, coolly. 
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Snake-hunters and Bush-whackers, he 


knew, both armies used in Virginia as 
tools for rapine and murder: the soon- 
er the Devil called home his own, the 
better. And yet, it was not God’s fault, 
surely, that there were such tools in the 


North, any n 


Ben 


re than that in the South 
was— Ben. Something was rot- 


ten in freer States than Denmark, he 


thought. 

One men went into the hedge, 
and brought out a child’s golden ringlet 
asatrophy. Lamar glanced in, and saw 
the small face in its woollen hood, dim- 


He re- 


Jessy Birt, the ferryman’s 


pled yet, though dead for days. 
membered it. 
little girl. She used to come up to the 


house every day for milk. He wondered 


for which flag she died. Ruth was teach- 


Ruth! 


hurt him just then, nearer 


ing her to write. Some old pain 
han even the 
blood of the old man or the girl crying to 
ind. The sergeant mis- 

“ They ll be buried,” he 
‘Ye brought it on yer- 


so led him to the Federal 


crew colder, as he stor dd 


ard-house. Snow 
hrough the gray. He 
} 


m through 1e Wi ket, 


t 
ildial 
nuidisi 


at the 


1 pleasure, 
fairy stars and 
If Floy 
e never had seen snow. 

es had melte l« fi, he took 
is pocket to look at Floy. 
ttle girl who had no 


uggy sleeve. 


, nor lover, but Lamar. 


his brother officers in 
irse, arrogant, of dogged 


late at the table, as keen 
Sickly little Floy, down 


s 


y 
> way to something be- 
¢ 


hey of the Rom- 


StL a 


many 


below the muddy bould- 
ers of the stre the enchanted land of 
Boabdil eath. 


the iv 


Lamar polished 
ing with his breath, re- 


memb had drunk nothing 


ld’s face, of about twelve, 


h of fever or cold would 
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shatter such weak beauty ; big, dark eyes, 
(her mother was pure Castilian,) out of 
which her little life looked irresolute into 
the world, uncertain what to do’'there. 
The painter, with an unapt fancy, had 
clustered about the Southern face the 
Southern emblem, buds of the magnolia, 
unstained, as yet, as pearl. It angered 
Lamar, remembering how the creamy 
whiteness of the full-blown flower exhaled 
passion of which the crimsonest rose knew 
nothing, — a content, ecstasy, in animal 
Would Floy We ll, God help 


them both! they needed help. 


life. 
Three 
hundred souls was a heavy weight for 
those thin little hands to hold sway over, 
Up North 


they could have worked for her, and gain- 


— to lead to hell or heaven. 


ed only her money. So Lamar reasoned, 
like a Georgian: scribbling a letter to 
“My Baby” on the wrapper of a news- 
paper, — drawing the shapes of the snow- 
flakes, — telling her he had reached their 
grandfather’s plantation, but *“* have not 
seen our Cousin Ruth yet, of whom you 
may remember I have told you, Flo} 
When you grow up, I should like you 
be just such a woman; so remember, my 
darling, if 1’——_ He scratched the last 
words out : why should he hint to her that 
Holding his life 
his hand, though, had brought 2 
er to him lately, — God and death, this 
But he 


keep his brawny body between tl 


he could die ? loose in 


war, the meaning of it all. would 
rible realities and Floy, yet awhile. 

want you,” he wrote, “ to leave the plan- 
tation, and go with your old maumer to 
It will be , = 


letter would reach her. He 


the village. safer ther 
was sure the 
and he 
the lines. 


Ben was to get a small hand-saw that 


had a plan to escape to-night, 


could put it into a post inside 


the guards were 


would open the wicket ; 
not hard to elude. Glan ing up, he saw 
the negro stretched by a camp-fire, lis- 
tening to the gaunt boatman, who was 
off duty. Preaching Abolitionism, doubt- 
less: he could hear Ben’s derisive shouts 


“ And so, 


by Florence!” he scrawled. 


of laughter. good bye, Ba- 


“T wish I 


could send you some of this snow, to 
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show you what the floor of heaven is 
like.” 

While the snow fell faster without, he 
stopped writing, and began idly drawing 
a map of Georgia on the tan-bark with 
a stick. Here the Federal troops could 
effect a landing: he knew the defences 
at that point. Ifthey did? He thought 
of these Snake-hunters who had found in 
the war a peculiar road for themselves 
downward with no gallows to stumble over, 
fancied he saw them skulking through the 
fields at Cedar Creek, closing around the 
house, and behind them a mass of black 
faces and bloody bayonets. Floy alone, 
and he here,—like a rat in a trap! 
“ God keep my little girl!” he wrote, un- 
steadily. “God bless you, Floy!” He 
for breath, as if he had been 
writing with his heart’s blood. 
up the 


gasped 
Folding 
paper, he hid it inside his shirt 
and began his dogged walk, calculating 
the chances of escape. Once out of this 
shed, he could baffle a blood-hound, he 
knew the hills so well. 

His head bent down, he did not see a 
man who stood looking at him over the 
wicket. Captain Dorr. A puny little man, 
with thin yellow hair, and womanish face : 
but not the less the hero of his men,—they 
having found out, somehow, that muscle 
was not the solidest thing to travel on in 
war-times. 


” 


Our regiments of “ roughs 
were not altogether crowned with laurel 
at Manassas! So the men built more on 
the old Greatheart soul in the man’s blue 
eyes: one of those souls born and bred 
pure, sent to teach, that can find breath 
only in the free North. His hearty 
“ Hillo!” startled Lamar. 

“ How are you, old fellow ?” he said, 
unlocking the gate and coming in. 

Lamar threw off his wretched thoughts, 
glad to do it. What need to borrow troub- 
le? He liked a laugh, — had a lazy, jol- 
ly humor of his own. Dorr had finished 


drill, and come up, as he did every day, 


to freshen himself with an hour’s talk to 
this warm, blundering fellow. In this dis- 
mal war-work, (though his whole soul was 
in that, too,) it was like putting your hands 


to a big blaze. Dorr had no near rela- 


John Lamar. 
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tions; Lamar —they had played marbles 
together — stood to him where a younger 
brother might have stood. Yet, as they 
talked, he could not help his keen eye see- 
ing him just as he was. 

Poor John! he thought: the same 
uncouth-looking effort of humanity that 
he had been at Yale. No wonder the 
Northern boys jeered him, with his sloth- 
ways, his mouthed English, torpid eyes, 
and brain shut up in that worst of mud- 
moulds, — belief in caste. Even now, go- 
ing up and down the tan-bark, his step 
was dead, sodden, like that of a man in 
whose life God had not yet wakened the 
full live soul. It was wakening, though, 
Dorr thought. Some pain or passion was 
bringing the man in him out of the flesh, 
vigilant, alert, aspirant. <A different man 
from Dorr. 

In fact, Lamar was just beginning to 
think for himself, and of course his thoughts 
He did not com- 
prehend how his companion could give 


were defiant, intolerant. 


his heresies such quiet welcome, and pro- 
sentence of death on them so 
Because Dx 
up the mountain, had he the right to 
The 


By brute force, too ? 


nounce 
coolly. rr had gone farther 
make him follow in the same steps ? 
right,—that was it. 
Human freedom, eh? Consequently, their 
talks were stormy enough. ‘To-day, how- 
ever, they were on trivial matters. 

= I ve brought the General’s order fi r 
your release at last, John. It confines 
you to this district, however.” 

Lamar shook his head. 
My stake outside 


is too heavy for me to remain a prisoner 


“ No parole for me! 
on anything but compulsion. 1 mean to 
escape, if I can. Floy has nobody but 
me, you know, Charley.” 

There was a moment’s silence. 
Dorr, 


“] wish,” said half to himself, 


“the child was with her cousin Ruth. If 
could make her a woman like her- 
self!” 


* You are kind,” 


thinking of what mi 


1 
she 


Lamar forced out, 
ht have been a year 
ago. 

Dorr had forgotten. He had just kissed 
little Ruth at the door-step, coming away : 
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thinking, as he walked up to camp, how 
her clear thought, narrow as it was, was 
making his own higher, more just ; won- 
dering if the tears on her face last night, 
up from her knees after 
prayer, might not help as much in the 


} 
she got 


when 
great cau truth as the life he was 
ready to give. He was so used to his 
little wife now, that he could look to no 
hour of his past life, nor of the future com- 


} 


ing ages of event and work, where she 


was not present, — very flesh of his flesh, 
he art of his heart. 


them and the 


A gulf lay between 


rest of the world. It was 


hardly probable he could see her as a 


yoman towards whom another man look- 
ed across the 


rulf, dumb, hopeless, de- 


frauded of hi 
“She sent ye 


the 
last in the yard, — and 


u some flowers, by 
way, John, — the 
bade me | sul 
with me. Y 


to put vou 


and bring you down 
ir own colors, you see ? — 
in mind of home,” — pointing 


to the crimson asters flaked with snow. 
The 1 
the flowers hoked him: he 
aside. Go 
out this | 
look in D 
He must es 
come near 
beyond death,— never! He thought of 
that 


eternity wi ilf his soul gone. 


miled faintly: the smell of 
laid them 
ws he was trying to wring 
ld the 


ink eyes while it was there. 


izht: he could not 


to-night: he never would 


m again, in this world, or 


like a man going to drag through 
Very 
well: there was man enough left in him to 
work honestly and bravely, and to thank 
God for that 
He turned t 


and began 


good pure love he yet had. 
» Dorr with a flushed face, 
talking of Floy in hearty ear- 
at Ben coming up the hill, 


escape depended on him. 


I ordered your man up,” said Captain 
ing Abolitionist had 
1ed down there.” 


yme cant 
him open-mout! 
Th and stood in the 


corner, listening while they talked. A 


negro came in, 


gigantic fellow, with a gladiator’s mus- 
Stronger than that Yankee captain, 
he thoucht, — than either of them : better 
breathed,—drawing the air into his braw- 
ny chest. “Am Did 
the fool think he did n’t know that be- 


cles. 


un and a brother.” 
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fore? He had a contempt for Dave and 
his like. 
Dave’s words were true, but despised the 
Ben did 
The 


necro instinct in him recognized gentle 


Lamar would have told you 


man as a crude, unlicked bigot. 


the same, with no words for the idea. 


blood by any of its signs,—the transparent 
animal life, the reticent eye, the mastered 
voice : he had better men than Lamar at 
It is 


serfdom, the keen eye to measure the 


home to learn it from. a trait of 
in- 
herent rights of a man to be master. A 
} 


necro or a Catholic Irishman does not 
need “ Sartor Resartus” to help him to 
see through any clothes. Ben leaned, half- 
asleep, against the wall, some old thoughts 


creeping out of their hiding-places throt 


the torpor, like rats to the sunshine: 
boatman’s slang had been hot 
enough to rouse them in his bi 
“ So, Ben,” said his master, as 
ed once, “ your friend has be 
ing you to exchange the cot 
Cedar Creek for New-York ) 
“Ki!” lauehed Ben, “ white 
Mind ole dad, Mars’ John, as t 
Um ask¢ l 


ef him saw dad up Norf. 


der swamp ? 


} - '” 
Ore GaUu: 


free now. Ki! 
“The swamp was the pl 

said Lamar. “I remember.” 
“ Dunno,” said the negr 

’s dad, af’er all: tink him 

— and mumbled down into ¢ 

drone about 


“ Oh yo, bredern, is yer gwink 


Half-asleep, they thought, — but wit 


dull questionings at work in his 
1 
some queer notions about freedom, of tl 


North, mostly mixed 


remembrance of his father, < 


unknown 


necro, that in Pennsylvania wot 


worked out his salvation in the 


cell of the penitentiary, but in Georgia, 
whipped into heroism, had betaken him- 
self into the swamp, and never returned, 
slaves said 


he had got off to Ohio, of which they had 


Tradition among the Lamar 


as clear an idea as most of have of 


heaven. At any rate, old Kite be 


ame 


a mystery, to be mentioned with awe at 








#i0 


barbecues. He was this 
wretch’s father,—do you un- 
derstand ? The flabby-faced boy, flogged 


in the cotton-field for whining after his 


fish-bakes and 


uncouth 


dad, or hiding away part of his flitch and 
molasses for months in hopes the old man 
back, was rather a comical 
Very 


different his, from the feeling with which 


Pe 
woula come 


object, you would have thought. 
you left your mother’s grave, — though as 
yet we have not invented names for the 
We 'll 


; it hurt Ben a little, however. 


orant 
Even 


tions of those people. 


young polypus, when it is torn from 
hey 
the great North 
through his thought, a sort of 


; ; : 
ld,— a paradise of no work, no flog- 


old one, bleeds a drop or two, t 
As he 
l umered 


14 fie 


grew up, 


ging, and white bread every day, where 
the old man sat and ate his fill. 
4 oll 


ihe second 


point in Ben’s history 
that he fell in love. Just as you did, — 
} not 


with the difference, of course: though 


the hot sun, or the perpetual upon 
his breast, does not make our black Pro- 


} 
le SS nope 
i 


It was 
that 


etheus ierce in his agony of 
yusy than you, I am afraid. 
mulatto house-servant, 


] 


ll. lon 
s dull, lon 


pale 
| 


iand took into hi me 


make life of, with true-] 
ste. 1 think 


Nan like 
] 


She was lame 


if Ben was black and a picker, and 
mg, like 


only 


din the quarters, he was st 
to her in 
could call 
was the love the clumsy 
White women feel in th 


mas kes 


some ways: the 


hers in the worl 
, 1 
boy gave he 
ul way sometime: 
them very tender to m 


Howeve r, old Mrs. 


gave her h 


juals. 


‘fore she died, 


nts their free papers, and Nan was 
So she set < ff, vy with all the 


her: 


dim North. She 


- , 
loy could give went up 


oreat, never 
orth swallowed up all Ben knew 

felt outside of his hot, hated work, his 
jread of a lashing on 
the 


Saturday nicht. 
left him 
niny for Sunday’s dinner. 


Th c 


pleasure was "possum 


It did 


ae 
nt him. spas modic re] 


John Lamar. 
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ion of the field-negro does not teach en- 
durance. So it came, that the slow tide 
of discontent ebbing in everybody’s heart 
towards xd sea set in his 
that 
country which the only two who cared for 


him had found. If he 


sultry days, 


some unreache 


ignorant brooding towards vague 
forgot it through 
he remembered 


du ll 


tiger-look into his eyes, or when, husking 
D » ’ 


the dogged, 
it when the overseer scourged the 
corn with the others at night, the smoth- 
ered negro-soul, into which their masters 
wild, 


dared not look, broke out in their 


melancholy songs. Aimless, unappealin 
yet no prayer goes up to God more “tines 
You 


in its pathos. find, perhaps, in 


Be thove n’ 8 seventh symph on y 


crets of your heart made manifest, and 


suddenly think of a Somewhere to come, 
waits for 


where your hope 


Do not 


you with late 
Be n, 
the story of 


gave to his h 


fulfilment. laugh at then, 


song 
eaven a 
ibitation and a name. 
stood now, 


walked up 


purplish haze be- 


. } 
From the place where he 


and “we 
d see the 
yond which the sentry had told him lay 
the North. The North! Just beyond 
the ridge. There was a pain in his head, 
looking at 


rigid, as yours do when something wrings 


his master and 


dow n, he ( oul 


} 


his nerves grew cold and 


art sharply: for there are nerves 


in these black carcasses, thicker, more 


4] 
ng than 


qd juickly stung ours 


Yet if any savage longing, smouldering 
for 


his brain, there 


J 
l 


years, was heating to madness now 


was 
Vapid, with 


r toba 


no sign of it in 
t, the 


1 content, 


cco slowly , OF 


his face. sordi 
huge jaws munching } 
now and then the beady eye shot a shary 
Dorr. The 
him the Northern army had 

the hed the 


{ft 


Ol 


glans e after sentry 


slaves free; he wat 
icer keenly. 
“ What ails 
“ Thi 


” 


> 


you, Ben f 


ter. nking over your 


non ? 

Ben’s stolid laugh was r¢ 
“ Done forgot dat, Mars’ 
Sin 


Would n’t 


go, nohow. , dat ct 


gorry 
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slave 


down, 
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he did it,— with the quick thought that 
to-night he must escape, that death lay 
in delay. 

While Dorr talked, Lamar 
significantly at Ben. The negro was not 


glanced 


slow to understand, — with a broad grin, 
touching his pocket, from which pro- 
jected the dull end of a hand-saw. I 
wonder what sudden pain made the ne- 
gro rise just then, and come close to his 
master, touching him with a strange af- 
fection and remorse in his tired face, as 
though he had done him some deadly 
wrong. 

“ What is it, old fellow ?” said Lamar, 
“ Homesick, eh ? 


There ’s a little girl in Georgia that will 


in his boyish way. 
be glad to see you and your master, 
and take precious good care of us when 
That ’s 
Ben!” laying his hand kindly on the 


she gets us safe again. true, 
man’s shoulder, while his eyes went wan- 
dering off to the hills ly ing South. 

“ Yes, Mars’,” said Ben, in a low voice, 
suddenly bringing a blacking-brush, and 
beginning to polish his master’s shoes, — 
thinking, while he did it, of how often 
Mars’ John had interfered with the over- 
seers to save him from a flogging, —( La- 
mar, in his lazy way, was kind to his 
of little Mist’ Floy 
with an odd tenderness and awe, as a 


slaves,) — thinking 


gorilla might of a white dove: trying to 
think thus,—the simple, kindly nature 
of the negro struggling madly with some- 
thing beneath, new and horrible. He un- 
derstood enough of the talk of the white 
men to know that there was no help for 
Neither 
you nor I can ever know what those 


him,—none. Always a slave. 


words meant to him. The pale purple 
mist where the North lay was never to be 
passed. His dull eyes turned to it con- 
stantly,—with a strange look, such as the 
lost women might have turned to the door, 
when Jesus shut it: they forever outside. 
The 
stubby black fingers holding the brush 


grew cold and clammy, — noting withal, 


There was a way to help himself? 


the poor wretch in his slavish way, that 
his master’s clothes were finer than the 


Northern captain’s, his hands whiter, and 


John Lamar. 
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proud that it was so, — holding Lamar’s 
foot daintily, trying to see himself in the 
shoe, smoothing down the trousers with 
a boorish, affectionate touch, — with the 
same fierce whisper in his ear, Would the 
shoes ever be cleaned again? would the 
foot move to-morrow ? 

It grew late. supper was 
brought up from Captain Dorr’s, and pla- 


Lamar’s 


ced on the bench. He poured out a gob- 
let of water. 

“ Come, Charley, let ’s drink. To Lib- 
erty ! 
chael 

They drank, laughing, while Ben stood 
watching. Dorr turned to go, but La- 
mar called him bac] 


It is a war-cry for Satan or Mi- 


,—stood resting his 
hand on his shoulder: he never thought 
to see him again, you know. 


“ Look at Ruth, yonder,” 


face lighting. “ S$] 


said Dorr, his 

1e is coming to meet us. 

She thought you would be with me.” 

the 

field-house and the figure at th 
He thought he could see the small 


face and earnest 


Lamar looked gravely down at 
low 
gate. 
eyes, though it was far 
off, and night was closing. 
“ She is waiting for you, Charley. Go 


} 


down. l 


Good nig t, ¢ ] 


'» 


| chum! 
If it cost any effort to say it, Dorr saw 
nothing of it. 


“ Good nicht, Lam ar ! 


I’ll see you in 
the morning.” 

He lingered. His old comrade looked 
strangely alone and 

«“ John!” 

“ What is it, Dorr ?” 

“Tf I could tell the Colonel you would 
take the oath? For Fk 

The man’s rough face 

“ You should 
bye.” 

“ Well, well, you 


no message for Ruth ?” 


yy’s sake.” 
reddened. 
know me better. 


Good 


are mad. Have you 
There was a moment’s silence. 
“ Tell her I say, God bless her!” 


} 


Dorr stopped and looked keenly in his 
PI : 
face, — then, coming back, shook hands 
again, in a different way from before, 
speaking in a lower voice, — 
“ God help us all, John! Good night!” 
I 


—and went slowly down the hill. 
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It was nearly night, and bitter cold. 
Lamar stood wh 
at 


sre the snow drifted in 
ing out through the horizon- 
less gray. 

* Come out o’ dem col 1, Mars’ John,” 
whined Ben, pulling at his coat. 

As th 
haunted with a terrified wish to be kind 
to his master. Something told him that 
the time hort. Here and 


through the far night some tent-fire ¢ 


p 
h 


night gathered, the negro was 


Was s there 
low- 
ed in a cone of ruddy haze, through which 
» thick ling snow shivered like flakes 


mar watched only the square 


th 
La 
hadow whe re D yrr’s house stood. 


opened at last, 


i 


and a bre vad, 


] ‘ 
t tarts across 


sleam shot out 
without; then he saw 
+1 


the white waste 


two fi in toa They paused 
mon 1e put head against the 
yes, and saw that the 

hading her 

to the side of the 


euard-hous 


a 


eyes with her 
up 
f 


lay, — 


same God he used to pray 
Wh last, 


it was with a quiet, str 


en he turned at 


to 

and spo ne 

who would fight through 

lif nanly way. ‘There was a grat- 
e back of the shed: it 


throuch wicket, 


° } 
voice, | 
+} 
tl 


the 


oil to sur 


l, and hung loose. 
ne, Mars’ John, now.” — leav- 
i fire. 


start in 


inning to replenish the 


We ’ll 


at two o’clock 


s right, Ben. 

ng. That sentry 
led, heaping up the st " 

p, as usual. 


! We will be free 


wn to the camy 


emember 


John Lamar. 
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The black face looked up from the 
clogsing smoke with a curious stare. 

“ Ki! we ‘ll be free to-night, Mars’!” 
—gulping his breath. 

Soon after, the sentry unlocked the 
gate, and he shambled off out into the 
night. Lamar, left alone, went closer to 
the fire, and worked busily at some pa- 
pers he drew from his pocket : maps and 
} He 


hedules. until 
two o’clock; but the blaze dying down, 


intended to write 


sc 
he wrapped his blanket about him, and 
lay down on the heaped straw, going on 
sleepily, in his brain, with his calcula- 
tions. 


shed, 


beset him, 


The negro, in the shadow of the 
A vague fe 
d 


mountains,—of himself; he clung to the 


watched him. ir 


—of the vast, white cold.—the clowering 
familiar face, like a man drifting out into 
nknown sea, clutching some F 
When Lamar fell asl 
wandered uncertainly towards th 
TI : 

he 


1? 
ea 


the shore. 


1¢ world had grown new, strar 


Ben, picking cotton in the 


swamp- 


9 
re 7. 


plunging his fingers with a shud- 


der in the Down in the clow- 


icy drifts. 


} +} 
I he 


ing torpor of the Santilla flats, where + 


lantations lay, Ben had slept off 
1: 


ilie 


Lamar | 


as maddening hunger for and 


dom as this of to-day ; but here, with the 
stinging every nerve to 
he moun- 


ic 


with the perpetual mystery of t 
tains terrifying his bestial nature down, 
the streneth of the man stood 

blind, it 


1ose fault was 


malignant, 
that ? 


may 
He 


physical pain sl 


ing, 

the lary 
ubt conquering his thoug 
the crusted snow, 


lact 


wn in 
\tly about him, a man, at 


~ay 
wakening, like a new-born soul, into a 


Waken- 


lully, slowly ; sitting there far 


world of unutterable solitude. 
ondering stupidly on his old 
ishing down and out the old para- 


} 


site affection for | ld 


1is master, the old Ars, 
ight threatening to press out 
his thin life Jlood h 
firing with the same heroic dream that 


bade Tell and Garibaldi lift up their hands 


the old we 


; the muddy ating, 


to God, ana 


1 cry aloud that they were men 
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and free: the same,— God-given, burning revengeful 
«+n the imbruted veins of a Guinea slave. Soul, brains,— 
To what end ? May God be merciful to nationless, hawked, 


America while she answers the question! trader for a handful of 


He sat, rubbing his cracked, bleeding feet, “ Lord God of hi 


: : aa b , pee 
lancing stealthily at the southern hills. ing up his trembling har 


] hed 


Beyond them lay all that was past; in an sin to our charg 


hour he would follow Lamar back to— Ben’s ba k where the 


what? He lifted his hands up to the self: it stung now il 
in his silly way sobbing hot tears ed his clotl ig] 
mighty, Mars’ Lord, I ’: 

prayer he made. 
mist was gone from the No 


» behind which love, freedom 


sich 
ig world,” — with a bi 


’s no room in it 


ent where a voice in 


had h 


id > once 
» saddest wreck 


stool: to the great 








J h nr Lamar. 
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John 


the men that went in and out from them, 
quiet, dominant, — feeling the edge of his 
knife. It was his turn to be master now! 
He ploughed his way doggedly through 
the snow,—panting, as he went,—a hotter 


glow in his gloomy eyes. It was his turn 
for pleasure now: he would have his fill! 
Their wine and their gardens and —— 
He did not need to choose a wife from his 


ywwn color now. He stopped, thinking 


of little Floy, with her curls and great lis- 
tening eyes, watching at the door for her 
brother. He had watched her climb up 
into his arms and kiss his cheek. She 


! He laughe d 
By God ! she s 10uld ke t p 


never would do that again 
aloud, shrilly. 
the kiss for other lips! Why should he 


not say it ¢ 


Up on the hill the night-air throbbed 
colder The guards stood 
This 


put 


and holier. 
snow, silent, troubled. 


a death 


about in the 


was not like in battle: it 


them in mind of home, somehow. All 
that the 


now and then. 


lying man said was, “ Water,” 
He had been sleeping, 
when struck, and never had thoroughly 
Captain Poole, 
of the Snake-hunters, had wrapped him 
in his own blanket, finding nothing more 
He went off to have the 
Colonel summoned now, muttering that 


wakened from his dream. 


could be done. 


it was “a damned shame.” They put 


snow to Lamar’s lips constantly, being 


hot and parched ; a woman, Dorr’s wife, 


was crouching on the ground beside him, 
his hands, keeping down her sobs 
He op- 
ened his eyes at last, and knew Dorr, who 
held his head. 


“ Unfasten my coat, Charley. 


chafing 


for fear they would disturb him. 


What 
makes it so close here ?” 

Dorr could not speak. 

“ Shall I lift you up, Captain Lamar ?” 
asked Dave Hall, who stood leaning on 
his rifle. 

He spoke in a subdued tone, Babylon 
being far off for the Lamar 


dozed again before he could answer. 


moment. 


“Don’t try to move him,—it is too 
late,” said Dorr, sharply. 

The moonlight steeped mountain and 
sky in a fi 


sh whiteness. Lamar’s face, 


Lamar. 
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paling every moment, hardening, looked 
in it like some solemn work of an un- 
taucht sculptor. 
less silence. 

felt his hand 


the snow. 


There was a breath- 
Ruth, kneeling beside him, 
grow slowly colder than 


He moaned, his voice going 


fast, — 


We 'll be 


“ At two, Ben, old fellow! 
free to-night on 

Dave, stooping to wrap the blanket, 
felt his hand wet: he wiped it with a 
shudder. 

“ As he hath done unto My pes ple, be 
it done unto him!” he muttered, but the 
words did not comfort him. 

Lamar moved, half-smiling. 

That ’s right, Floy. What is it she 
? * Now I lay me down’ —— I for- 
get. Good night. Floy.” 

He waited,— looked up uneasily. 
looked ] 


ed his lips. 


says 
Ki Ss me, 
Dorr 
at his wife stooped, and kiss- 
Charley smoothed back the 
hair from the damp face with as tender 


Was he dead ? 


The white moonlight was not more still 


a touch as a woman’s. 


than the calm face. 

Sud lenly the night-air was shattered 
by a wild, revengeful laugh from the hill. 
The departing soul rushed back, at the 


sound, to life, full consciousness. Lamar 


started from their hold, — sat up. 
“Tt was Ben,” he said, slowly. 
In that dying 


. : 
it may be, the 


flash of comprehension, 
wrongs of the white man 


] | 


and the black stood clearer to his eyes 


than ours: the two lives trampled down. 
The stern face 
him: he was trying to stanch the flow- 


blood. Hall 


saw no bitterness in the look,—a quiet, 


} 


of the boatman bent over 


ing Lamar looked at him: 
sad question rather, before which his soul 
lay bare. He felt the cold hand touch his 
shoulder, saw the pale lips move. 
“ Was this well done ?” they said. 
Before Lamar’s eyes the rounded arch 
receded, faded 


negro’s fierce laugh filled his ear: 


of gray into dark; the 
some 
woful thought at the sound wrung his 
It caught 


at the simple faith his mother taught 


soul, as it halted at the gate. 


him. 
“ Yea,” he said aloud, “ though I walk 
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through the valley of the shadow of 
death, I will fear no evil: for Thou art 
with me.” 
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Pictures. 
should never fall. The grave, unmov- 
ing eyes seemed to the boatman to turn 


to him with the same awful question. 


He 
would rise be- 
The earth, 
he fancied, lay whiter, colder,—the heav- 


Dorr gently drew down the uplifted “ Was this well done ?” they said. 
hand. He was dead. 


“Tt was a manly soul,” said the North- 


thought in eternity they 
fore him, sad, unanswered. 
ern captain, his voice choking, as he 
straightened the limp hair. en farther off; the war, which had be- 
“ He trusted in God ? 
lusion !” muttered the boatman. 
Yet he did not like that they should 


leave him alone with Lamar, as they did, 


A strange de- come a daily business, 
before ] 


God, he thought, had met in judgment 


stood suddenly 
him in all its terrible meaning. 
with His people. Yet he uttered no cry 
of vengeance 
With the dead face before hi 


his eyes to the ground, 


coing down for help. He paced to and against the doomed city. 
m, he bent 


humble, uncer- 


fro, his rifle on his shoulder, arming his 


heart with strength to accomplish the 
vengeance of the Lord against Babylon. 
Yet he could not for 
sitting there 

dead face turned towards the North, — 
the dead face, whereon little F] 


tain, — speakii ¢ out of the ienorance of 
cet the murdered man 


his own weak, human soul. 
the he 


Lord is 
} 


- 
and who can abide 


in the calm moonlight, “The day of the nigh,” 


said ; “it is at hand; 


” 


y's tears it? 





MOUNTAIN PICTURES. 
II. 
MONADNOCK FROM WACHUSET. 
I woutp I were a painter, for the sake 
Of a sweet picture, and of her who led, 
A fitting guide, with light, but reverent tread, 
! First 


Tinted with sunset; next the 


Into that mountain mystery a lake 
wavy lines 
Of far receding hills; and yet more far, 
Monadnock lifting from his night of pines 
His rosy forehead to the evening star 
Beside us, purple-zoned, Wachuset laid 
His head against the West, whose warm light made 
His aureole; and o’er him, sharp and clear, 


Lik 


e a shaft of lightning in mid launch 


A single level cloud-line, shone upon 


By the fierce glances of the sunken sun, 
Menaced the darkness with its golden spear ! 


Still and black 
The great woods climbed the mountain at our back ; 


So twilight deepened round us. 


And on their skirts, where yet the lingering day 
| 


On the shorn greenness of the clearing lay, 
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The brown old farm-house like a bird’s nest hung. 

With home-life sounds the desert air was stirred : 

The bleat of sheep along the hill we heard, 

The bucket plashing in the cool, sweet well, 

The pasture-bars that clattered as they fell ; 

Does barked, fowls fluttered, cattle lowed; the gate 

Of the barn-yard creaked beneath the merry w: ight 
Of sun-brown children, listening, while they swung, 

The welcome sound of supper-call to hear ; 
And down the shadowy lane, in tinklings clear, 
The pastoral curfew of the cow-bell rung. 

Thus soothed and pleased, our backward path we t 
Praising the farmer’s home. He only spake, 
Looking into the sunset o’er the lake, 

Like one to whom the far-off is most near : 

“ Yes, most folks think it has a plez 
I love it for my good old mother’s sake, 

Who lived and died here in the peace of God!” 
The lesson of his words we pondered o’er, 
As silently we turned the eastern flank 


Of the mountain, where its shadow deepest sank, 


Doubling the night along our rugged road : 
le 


We felt that man was more than his abode, — 
The inward life than Nature’s raiment mor¢ 
And the warm sky, the sundown-tinted hill, 
The forest and the lake, seemed dwarfed and dir 
Before the saintly soul, whose human will 
Meekly in the Eternal footsteps trod, 
her homely toil and household ways 
» of the song of praise 
i 


lips and harps of sera] 


1° 


INDIVIDUALITY. 


At acertain depth, as has already been the pure nature of 
intimated in our literature, all bosomscom- Greek, nor is Hect 
municate, all hearts are one. Hectorand are also men; and 
Ajax, in Homer’s great picture, stand face mutu il participation in 
to face, each with advanced foot, with petual element of M 


levelled spear, and turgid sinew, eager than friends, more tl 


+ 


to kill, while on either side ten thousand are of identical spirit. For there is an 
slaughterous wishes poise thems lves in imperishable nature of Man, ever and ev- 
hot breasts, waiting to fly with the flying erywhere the same, of which each partic- 
weapons; yet, though the combatantsseem ular man is a testimony and representa- 
to surrender themselves wholly to this ac- _ tion. As the solid earth underruns the 
tion, there is in each a profound element “ dissociating sea ”— Oceano dissociabili 
that is no party to these hostilities. It is and joins in one all sundered 
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does this nature dip beneath the dividing 
parts of our being, and make of all men 
one simple and inseparable humanity. In 
love, in fri hip, in true conversation, 
of communion between 


ble substratum 


in all hap; 
men, it is this unch 






or substa ’s being that is effi- 


cient and 1e: out of divers bosoms, 


Same calls, l es to Same with a 


great joy of self-recognition. It is only 
in virtue is nature that men under- 


stand, apy 1dmire, trust each oth- 





er, — that f the earliest times re- 


main tru latest, — that society is 


possible ; i n Vv h m the virtue of it 
dwells divine] idmitted to the secret 


ms, lives in all times, 


. _ 2 
In some food decret 


f man. 


» nature < 





yver, is this immortal 
of 1 ’s being common and 


: sal 
social, Vv 


that no or ni 


report. All t ( 
would extol 
the most | 
blackness 
and the n 
earlier in exist than the ear 
that shone in heaver 
live the fixed st t] 


seem fixed 


out- 





not the n 

tion ; tl 

th e! I 

final f | 

world a 

liberties \ ind imaginations of 
men, all tl 1 shapes, the Olym- 


ind seraphic forms, 
lumbrations of what 
it contains As the sun, having set, still 
leaves its o n impress on the clouds, 
so does the ute nature of man throw 


vere, on the sky t 
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monies of its power, remaining itself mw 


Only , tl 


seen. 


erefore, is one a poet, as 


‘ular traits and events, 


he can cause part 








without violation of their special charac- 
ter, or concealment of their peculiar in- 





tere t, to bear the deep, sweet, and it I 
of this. All princeliness and 
imperial worth, all that is regal, beautiful 





pure in men, comes from this nature ; and 

















the words by which we express r¢ nce, 
admiration, love, b« from i r en- 
tire force: since reverence, a t 
lov ul 1 all C | rra i 
but modes or f of 7 , 
between men, and aré mn 
to s! ¢ from tha | il y I 
which ons are expon V ’ 
ol Of this nature 
symbols that com- 
Oo lier ( earth 
v « 1 the clan 
of kings survive successions of S 
and Georges, but for a royalty in each 
peasant’s bosom that pleads f poor 
image on the throne ? 
In the high sense, no 1 creat save 
, t of t i} _ 
comn lJ e of 
l ( l 1 the 
I = wh ) 
| le the nature 
l n ; 1 » to 
spe anoth« nat h ce ites 
him a particular individual He is not 
only li ull others of his kin ! th 
same tir unlike all « By il 
and mental feature he is dist hed 
in he is endowed with 
so pure In cont! | ] } 
nature < man tha 1 Vv in 
be su L t out 1 hu ( ! s 
from all the myriads « s S 
now, as one Is represen ilive Of abs ie 


humanity, he is a Per 





an element peculiar to himself, he 


trasted with absolt 





h abdsoiute humanity, he 1s ar 
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ity,— which, with all the force it has, 
strives to cut off communication, to de- 
stroy unity, and to make of humanity a 
chaos or dust of biped atoms. 

Not for a moment must we make this 
surface nature of equal estimation with 
the other. It is secondary, very second- 
ary, to the pure substance of man. The 
Person first in order of importance; the 
Individual next, — 

“ Proximus huic, longo 


ed proximus inter- 
vallo,”? — 


with an exceeding wide remove.” 


Luther 


the rest 


all 
will 
Indi- 


. . P ° 
viduality 8 an accompaniment, an ac- 


from Epaminondas or 
. . 
hat makes him man, and 


lling to the Jews. 


not be worth s¢ 
cessory, a red line on the map, a fence 


book. 


fruits, 


about the field, a copyright on the 
It is like the particular flavors of 
—of no account but in relation to their 
saccharine, acid, and other staple ele- 
ments. It must therefore keep its place, 
If i 


forward, officious, and begin to 


or become an impertinence. crow 


push in 
between the pure nature and its divine 
ends, at once it is a meddling Peter, for 


no aue creeting but “ Get 


If the fruit have 


whom there is 
thee behind me, Satan.” 
a special flavor of such ambitious pun- 
gency that the sweets and acids cannot 
i sure that to come 


Meister 


» so much an 


appear through it, be 
at this fruit no young Wilhelm 
, 


will purloin keys 


ceases to be 


It is 


Individual that he 
a Man, we shall 
the same in mental as in physic¢ 
Let there, | J 
gence from the common type; but by all 
let it be 


not admire him. 
il feature. 
eht diver- 


all means, be sli 


means no than a slight 


Too 


rht excess is what we call 


more 


monstrous : 


divergence much is 


even a very sl 

jliness. Gladly I perceive in my neigh- 
"s face, voice, gait, manner, a certain 
charm of peculiarity ; but if in any the 


pe uliarity be so great : to 


suggest a 


doubt whether he be not some other crea- 


ture than man, may he not be neighbor 
of mine! 

A little of this surface nature suffices ; 
Its first 
We must not 


yet that little cannot be spared. 


office is to guard fronti 


Individuality. 
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lie quite open to the inspection or inva- 
sion of others: yet, were there no medi- 
um of unlikeness interposed between one 
and another, privacy would be impossible, 
and one’s own bosom would not be sacred 
to himself. But 
against these profanations ; 
} 


ioors, 


Nature has secured us 
and as we 
have locks to our <« curtains to our 
windows, and, upon occasion, a passport 
system on our borders, so has sl 
around each spirit 

from intruding eyes, thi 

away the feet of strang 

resents the diviniti 

to admonish their favo 

Nature poet, 
and every one of us is, in like manner, a 
Who 
» street ? Who 
feel 


no 


was beforehand with the 


celestial nature walking concealed. 
sees y yu, when yo 1Ww 
would walk the not 
himself fortressed i , *y that 
foreign eyes can enter ¢ But for this, no 
cities would be built. Society, therefore, 


1} ¢ 


would be impossible, save f 


wr this element, 


which seems to hinder society. Each of 
us, wrapt in his opaque individuality, like 
Apollo or Athene in a blue mist, remains 
hidden, if he will; and therefore do men 
dare to come tovether. 

But this superfi ial element, while se- 
curing privacy to the pure nature, also 
aids it to expression. It emphasizes the 


outlines of Personality by gentle 
rast. It is like the shadow in the land- 


scape, without which all the sunbeams of 
heaven could not reveal with precision a 
single object. Assured lovers resort to 

yy banter and light oppositions, to 
give themselves a sweeter sense of unity 


of heart. 


which only Nature has taught, will some- 


The child, with a cunning 
times put a little honey of refusal into its 
kisses before 


adds to her virgin l 


iving them; the maiden 


looms 


the further : 

traction of virgin coyness and reserve ; 
the civilizing dinner-table would lose all 
its dignity in losing its delays ; 


everywhere, delicate denial, withholding 


and so 


reserve have an inverse force, and add a 
charm of emphasis to gift, assent, attrac- 
How is 


Immortality emphasized to our he: 


tion, and sympathy the word 


rts by 
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‘tacle of death! The 


it could, indeed, 


the perpet 
joy and suggestion of 


1 


never Visit , had not this momentary 


loud denial been uttered in our ears. 


Such, the 


terpret th 


as have learned to in- 


ppositions in Nature, hear 


I 


in the jar te of Death only a jubi 


lant pro n of life eternal; whil 


all are thu ivht the longing for imm 


tality, tl ly by their fear of 


contrary. o is the pure uni 


nature « rmed by these pri 


cations of st and insulation on 


surface. feel the personali 


more, and far more sweetly, for its bei: 


thus divided from our own. 


hind this veil the pure nature comes to 
us with a kind of surprise, as out of an- 


r heay rhe 


light of beauty are 


»y of truth and de- 


othe 


anew ior us trom 


born 


each pair of sting lips and beholding 


eyes; and each new soul that comes 
* the 


time or 


promises another ift of universe. 


Who ver, i any 


sky, sees the worth and wonder of exist- 


under any 


ence, sees 
he speak, 
] 


shall one , and through t 


fession of irt all my ancient 


sessions will become a new 


shall m a natal day 


tion, show 


rounds 
ont ’ 
hills and 


100MS, 


women, 
enced, s 
troopin 
Becaus¢ 
’ 
SOUIS, ¢ 


possibl t thos rie 


es individuality su 


uven. 
| 

of these ministries only 
ster. All its 
of its humility and 


is the 


uses 


porter at the 
access of lawful, and 


ling ision of unlawful vis- 


forbick 


itors to th who becomes worse 


surly of zeal 


than usek excess 


427 
he bar the gate against all, or if in the 
excess of self-importan e he receive for 
his 
and turn visitors aside into the porter’s 


lod: 


re 


himself what is meant for master, 


» Beautiful is virgin reserve, and 


true it is that delicate half-denial rein- 


forces attraction ; yet the maiden who car- 


No upon her tong 


ries only ily 
} | } 


refusal in her ways, sh 
dawn on the 


beneath her bri 


ind her « 
ement, we must remember, 


and resource, but an item of 


i J 
as neediul, gracelu 
} 


val expenditure. Excess 0 


yy causing Li pay for 


does not ne increase 


tion, 


to be spared by any 
extreme excess, it may 
a man, that ne 


seque ster 
of another soul can reacl 
see in mankind 
hear in the voi 
Many 

so housed in his individuality, 
11 4 : trah! 
like an impenetrable 

ar; and even in the 

ies he can find hi 


ound of his own f 


. . eee Pr Vins P 
vidual quali -visible, y« 
t] 


to the 


he arts of ot! 


—_— given 
tains d 


hum: 


in your own bosom, 


and 


cured from invasion? Polished manners 


] r ot dy] tice 
inly open, yet duly reticent 


ypoint us; good manners never. 


often disa 
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The former n be tak by indigent 
1 ] 


souls: the latter imply a noble and opu- 
lent nature. And wait you not for death, 

i counsel of Sol n, to be 
fel- 
of rich mind, whose 
vor you al per- 
1 J 


never more than finely,—who 


y, if you are permitted 
Inan 


ways finely 


the perpetual sense of commu- 
er of confusion, with your 


h 


iness is all the gr 
I 


eat- 


‘P| 
corded 
mind eminently superior to one’s 
for he, while ye 
} 


. : 
yet nei a ming to be that which our 


va 
own; 


t more removed, comes 


: . 
own soul may become in some 


! own 


d so yi 


a 
| powerfully than it 


sciousness In our own 


ie forward to the su- 


f this felicity, we may note 


hipper, in the ecstasy of his 


High 


ancy 
erves and modifi 
immortality 


initeness Vel 


} 


lan have 
very pecul y Wi , we dily attril ute 


1 for 


polished citizen wants 


to him a certain depth ar 
think 


e, and 
, 
that 
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character in comparison. obably it is 
not so. Singularity may as shallow 


as the shallowest confor 
} 


such 


) There are 
numbers of from whom if you de- 
duct the eccentricity, it is like subtract- 
ing red from vermilion or six 

dozen. They are grimaces of humanity,— 
no more. In partic ilar, I make occasi 


to say, that those whose chief 


oddities, 


characteristic it is to slink away from the 


habitations of men, and claim companion- 
spite Mr. Tho- 


reau’s pleasant patronage of 


ship with musk-rats, are, d 


them, no 
whit more manly or profound than the 
a : 


average citiz who lo treets and 


parlors, and ange- 


ment from the 


in holes and corners; 


she would say that 


only for 
‘re, to 


= . 9 
i1uUrKING IM D 


say the lea 


: Leo1t 
beetles, proverbially | 
I , 
insect cities, and are 
and city-loving as S 
Aside, hows ver, 
city, the re are 
Bacon’s soi-di 
certain emphatic and 
ality, which, whil 
. ly 


for this 
forward, and prove t 
vessels of manhood a 


eration. 














The German Burns. 


THE 


Tne extreme southwestern corner of 


Germany is an irregular right-angle, 
the the Rhine. 


Within this angle and an hypothenuse 


formed by course of 


drawn from the Lake of Constance to 
Carlsruhe lies a wild mountain-region — 


a lateral offshoot from the central chair 
which extends through Europe from west 


— known to all readers of robber- 
»s as the Black Forest. It is a 
indulating upland, intersected with 


1) 
1icys wl 


to east 


romanct 


lich descend to the pi ins 
he Rhine and the Danube, and cov- 
ered with great tracts of fir-forest. 

there a peak rises high above 

ral level, the Feldberg i 


of five thousand feet. 


of this region is stern and gloomy 


fir-woods appear darker than elsewhere ; 
i; ] 
| 


the frequent litt 
the pools of the High Alps; ar 


= 7 ; 
e lakes are as inky in 


» oe 1 
udows of living em rald giv 


brightness to the s -enery. 
: solitary traveller m 
Robbers an 


pass ] 


ture without fear. 


castles have long since 


rough and wi 
it first seem, are as kind 
| 


y are honest. Among them was 
their incomprehensib] 


— Hebel, t 


and in 


We dislike 
name of one aut 
lesignation of another 


desis 


' 

n of an imperft 
I 

the imitation of 
pendent positi 
nevertheless, i 


sketch « 


rmany. A contemporary of Burns, and 


yrrant of the Enelish language, there 


the first truly great poet who sucee 
hereby 


constituted himself an illustrious standard, 


: LL? ! > 7°. 9 ‘ 
In Making Classic a io aiaiect, 


GERMAN BURNS. 


by which his successors in the same path 
Thus, Bellman and 


Béranger have been inappropriately in- 


must be measured. 


vested with his mantle, from the one fact 
of their being song-writers of a democrat- 

The Gascon, Jasmin, better 
the title; and 
his “ Blind 


says, — 


ic stamp. 
deserves Lonefellow, in 


translating Girl of Castél- 


Rehears« 

a conviction which w 
shared, in translating 
thor. 

It is a 
while Jasmin’s poems 
y d the bound 
John Peter Hel 
legitimate clait 


whic 


tion which Burns achiev 


matter 


ron 


unknown outside of Germany, 
ee ee 

even tamiliariy Known 

lves. J 

is, that 


he wrote, 


thems¢ 
nation 
which 
hal itants 
tion of Su 


North-Gern 


or the ly I 
ioned from a 
sroad, crabbed, gut 
to the ear which i 
tomed to its soun 
was, in truth, a most mate- 
The strang 


a sood German sch 


rial. » were 


pect the racy humor, 
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m 


fancy, and the pure human tenderness 
of expression which a little culture has 
brought to The 


elisions, and corruptions 


bloom on such a soil. 
contractions, 
which German words undergo, with the 


P in common use de- 
thic, Greek, Latin, and 
talian, give it al the 


different 


character of a 
It was Hebel’s moth- 

tic faculty always 
a fresh delight 


His Gei 


ior in all respects. 


nan 


first glance at the poet’s life 
a life uneventful, pert interesti 
from th ts development. 
in May, 


where both his fa- 


The 


srl 


"wards 


was | 1760, in the 
house 
the 


service. 


companied the 
I 


and Cor 


sum- 
a 
nhs house. 


1 year old when his 
discipline of such a 
exhibited in early 


have been a task a 


rr widow’s powers. 


pos- 
scape- 


’ 
gardens, 


of mill- 
a thousand 

) - > 
always innocent 


nor punishment 


balance, bare- 


"— 
irom losing the 


patrons Ww 1 his right, eager, Inq! i 


tive mind att: l. Something of 


congenital, 


was und and 
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are indications that the strong natural 
impulse, held in check only by a power- 
ful will a watchful conscience, 
the In his later 


years, when he filled the posts of Eccle- 


and was 
torment of his life. 


siastical Counsellor and Professor in the 


phr 


gist Gall, in a scientific sé , made 


} 


Gymnasium at Carlsruh 


nolo- 
an 
examination of his head. “A most re- 
id Gall, 
abruptly breaking off, nor « l he be in- 


Hebel, 


markable deve lopm« nt of ” 


duced to com} lete the sé nt 
however, frankly exclaimed, 
tainly mean the thievish 
know I have it 


ts su 


ually feel 


ture 1s presented by this « 


+, honest, and honora 


institution 
i good ( ] isSI al S¢ 


niversity 


Dea -0On. 
of Bad 


city, and ¢ 


n, attrac 

man, came 
He 

in the 


orth 


habitually 
found h 


imself, with 


thencei 


path of promotion, and 


was a series of sure noderate 


suc- 


cesses. His expectation , Were so 
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iat they were always exceeded ~ transfer to Carlsruhe, he remained sevy- 

vards. When Baden became a_ eral years absent from the Black Forest ; 

hy, with a « onstitutional form and the pictures of its dark hills, its se- 

it required ich per- cluded valleys, and their rude, warm- 

i »rank hearted, and unsophisticated inhabitants 

Upper became more and m 

nted, in his memory. Distance and absence 

power turned the quaint dialect to music, and 

in the out of t nild home-sickness grew the 

» who re- Alemannic poems. healthy oyster nev- 
naively er produces a p 
lk : These poems, v 


and 1802, were a 


among ] i 
and Wiirtem! 
re easily ur 
f Germany, f 


am messages 


] 


ince of his ordered mind, 


umed that in the fine ba 


wpo- and valued with nice discrimination, those 


n qualities of Hebel’s genius which had 
stirred the splendid chaos of Richt 


an emotion of vague delight 











The German 


u 


s own on the Ger- 
ianifests it- 


ns. On the 


fresh, cheer- 


cheap vene 
attempt iceal the lac tri 


faculty. Wi 


VOL. IX. 


1¢ 
our readers 


92 


Burns. 


idee for tl 


re of H 


1emselves concerning this fe 


ly 
l 


How much 


cal German wi 
“ Scots who hav 


ut first 


that we 
ment of reprod 
still farther 


Certai 


inly, « 


r¢ 


answer; the in 


could never be 


The tongue of Burns can be spoken only 








7) ¥ » 
he German Burns. 
} . 


the name of 


f mY hia } 
1 mountain-stream, which, 
rising in the Feld 


e, the highest pe ak of 
the Black F. 


vast Hausen, He- 
to the Rhine. 
what 


lous bold- 


bel’s early home, on its way 
An extract from ill j 
Jean ; 


Ww he se 


one 


We hav 


regularity, 
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Yousee, the Husemer church. Stronger and state- 


lier crown, she the step 
of a maiden consci¢ ] 


lot] 
Alemannic reen kir- 


- hun I lf ld . na i tomache r 


tume 
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as he reaches § in, h a littie it a sentient creature, and carries it 
more slowly, throuch the processes of germination, 
Leavin’ the lake whe ; 


growth, and bloom, without once drop- 
his feet and . t 


D eR ping the figure or introducing an incon- 
iessenhofen dot : 
convent beside it. gruous epithet. It is not only a child, 


but a child of the Black Forest, uttering 


its hopes, its anxieties, and its joys 
the familiar dialect. The beetle, in his 


eyes, becomes a gross, hard-headed boor, 
carrying his sacks of blossom-meal, and 
drinking his mug of XX morning-dew; 
the stork parades about to show his red 
stoc kings ; i hi 
ist and civil ene 

moon, and mor 

from the poet’ 

toral of “ The 


tures to say, 


1 more 
bjects, carrying 
o that point wher 
native borders on the grot 
haps his strongest characteristic 
on its Alem 


seems to abdicate all ambi 


faculty, putting 
moving in a higher sphere of societ 

but within the bounds it has chosen 

lows itself the utmost range of capricious 

enjoyment. In another pastoral, called 

“ The Oatmeal Porridge,” he takes the i 


Sut 
And ¢ 
* The Rhine. Heaps more t 


grain which the peasant has sown, makes 
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And when, to see that nothin’ ’s wrong phere which casts its glamour around the 
— sself the whole d lang ow ’ ” . 

He plag me WREIS Cay HONG, “Tam O’ Shanter” of Burns. A more 

And thinks, “ I guess I ’ve fixed it 


im, anyhow. 


satisfactory illustration of his peculiar 
qualities is “ The Ghost’s Visit on the 


Feldberg,” — a story told by a loafer of 


bloody clo’es 


es. Basle to a group of beer-drinkers in the 

’ll agree, tavern at Todtnau, a little village at the 
as well as me. foot of the mountain. This is, perhaps, 
the most popular of Hebel’s poems, and 
we therefore translate it entire. The 
superstition that a child born on Sunday 
asant, anywhere. has the power of seeing spirits is univer- 


sal among the German peasantry. 


GHOST’S VISIT ON 


BERG. 


e entire ly 

ic sense; but they 
truth and power. 
supernatural element, 
m the gentler human 
incle,” only, we find 


eird, uncanny atmos- 
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‘s a man that was poor, but took no 
o’ no one: 
rest, for you're tired,— we Il waker 
up when the time comes!” me fro 
by the light o’ tar Thunder! all of len beside 
ear them a-talkin’. of 
Like as thé 


Many I know by their names, and speal 


whenever I meet ’em, 
time o’ 

heir questions. 

> “ Hoy 


me my 


me 


business with all sorts o 


and 


thea 
> next time.”’ 


I went, and all that 


they ’re accus 


me with me, 


w early o’ 
the * De unde 
has no cows 

, 
precisely a < 


heifers and as 
around, I yonder, th 
r the hour-hand, one out wit 
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tmas-Child, 


eems 


scythe for t 





440 


When you waken early, at four or 


mornin’, 





at y'r bed-side, 


Gives you the time o’ day with blazin’ 


es and pinchers: 
prayin’ don’t help, 
Ave Marias ! 


When you beg 


Even 


in em, he takes your 




















claps ’em together; 

Look to heaven, he comes and blinds 
with his ashes; 

Be you. hungry, and eat, he s 
with his wormwood 

Take you a drink o’ 1 he sque 
in the tankard 

Run like as he fi vs as cl ‘ 
AS a l-hound 

Creep like a shad ! \ ( 
had st tak t easy 

Ku at vr le in the churcl 
Vr side n t ay 

Go wherever you w there ’s 
1 I y ] 

Shut wour ¢ in v'r bed. t 
‘There ’s no need o’ hurr 

By-and-by L < l but | 
som hin’ to te l. 
Have you got how you l 
you « lt orphatr 
Secretly sinned ?’ — and this, and t 
and wil ey A i l, 

» it over a you zg t 
te ; 

So the a d, and, like is 
the 

Sparkled he Poo! 
I say to the ar I 

Born on a § Ly W Il,a f 

I yay acher 

Yet the Fat! I t me fr 
he to m¢ 

Keep y’! ‘ e pure; i be 

cl 1 bh] . 

Ilere w mt part, for y t I 
down t he 1 i 

Take t Poohoo along, but mind! 
ou 1 the m low 

Lest he sh l run in the villa 
to the stablk 

God be with you, and keep y ! 


you come to the city, 
Christmas evenin’, call, and I ‘ll 


honor to see 





Raisins I "ll have at your 
cras, if vou like it. 


Chilly ’s the air, o’ even 





Todtnau before me! 


The 
five 


he stands a-waitin’ with burni 








in the 


1 eyes 


switch- 


all your 





} it 
m 
t 

1 < 
l Ler 
Surel 

S 

rt in 


German Burns. 


Past, and onward to 
shade and the « 

















When into Mambach I « tl id 
girl to tl rave-} 
After the Holy Cross, and t faded r ¢ 
Heavy 
With the funeral gar 5 her, with sob 
bin’ and wee} 
Ah, but she ‘d heard t | ’ ] 
waken her up wl 
Afterwards, Tu lay it 1 I got ulely Dac 
to my « ; 
But it turned out as he sa I ’d somew!l 
lorgotteh my snui 
In this poem the hero of the story un- 
consciously describes himself by his man- 
ner of telling it, —a reflective action of 
the dramati faculty, v hB owning, 
among living poets, ] esses in a mark- 
r ’ ’ YT i 
ed degree Lhe n i is so skilfully 
inwoven into the substance of the narra- 
tive as to « il the n of de- 
sien, and the reader |} wallowed the 1 
ré i i i | y ul y ha 
Lin his mout! TI 1 lew ot 
s poems which we written for 
the purpose of inculcating some wholesomé¢ 
n none de ject prom 
| , 
) h Ww U not 
but ¢« ‘ ressed, 
he contrives t wive t r < h iving 
been accid ily sug ed by the theme. 
In the following, which is the most point 
edly didactic of all } t tl 
characte ys ys 
re GUID] 
Tl UIDI 
D’ ve know 
At br the } 
th . 
And | I 
Till st ‘ 
You peg a ] 
Nor loa 
And that ’s t t ( 
And int } I 
ow r } lav 
+} _—— 1 ther 
t t doll vw t 
} 
D’ ve know the road » v's rest 
Jist don’t o’ week-days be afeard; { 
In field and works! d r best, 
And Sunday comes itself, I 've heerd 
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“ Not to close any 


Fortune might « 


sometimes t 2 en, duril C | season, 
at the roulette -tab! if Baden-Baden. 
One of his friends d ires, however, that 
he never obtrude« ie clergyman” at 


nay p! 


with a be 

large, bri 

one sh ul 

mischieve 

crisp 

had pass vay, he m the 

no fu i is li 

ary suc 

chiefly 

Bibli 

ing of the * ! yuse-Friend,” an 

illustrate le for the people, to 
somewhat sim- 

ilar to that of Fi kl “ Poor Richard.” 

His short, pithy narratives, each with its 

inevitable, th h unobtrusive moral, are 

model f yle. The « il sndar bec ame 

so popular, under his management, that 


forty tl nd copir annually print- 


ed. He fi lly ol i 1 his connec- 
tion with it, in 1819, i juence of an 
interfere! Ww his articles on the part 
of th 
In SO i 
vorite 
pearan e, 
mn wk j 
vital, in 
pany wi 
was int 
bent wit 
fluc nt, al l 
dote comn 
narrative p 
frank, joyou 
demeano 


glass; and ; ie of his maxims was, 
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knowing a 
man itry as this 


a son of 


friend 


nimity 
immortal 


his d Ly 


ems one W LT Q he, Hl 
and core appreciated a 
171, : 

HNKe a 


are in him sod 


1 waters manifold, 








444 

ard only the truth in affirming of his 
prose, that in substance and sense it sur- 
passes that of any naturalist of his time, 
and that he is sure of a reading in the fu- 
ture. There are fairer fishes in his pages 
than any now swimming in our streams, 
and some sleep of his on the banks of the 
Merrimack by moonlight that Egypt nev- 
er rivalled; a morning of which Mem- 
non might have envied the music, and 
a greyhound that was meant for Ado- 
nis; some frogs, too, better than any of 
Aristophanes. Perhaps we have had no 
His 


e, giving him access to 


eyes like his since Pliny’s time. 
senses seem doubl 


secrets not easily read by other men: 


his sagacity resembling that of the beaver 
and the bee, the 


dog and deer; an 


instinct for s some 
other or seventl 
jects as if forth 


y were shooting 
his own mind ; logically, thi 
pleting Nature all round to 

and a creation of his 


am sure he knows the animals, one by 
one, and everything else knowable in our 
and has named 
Adam did 


ancestor himself. 


town, them rightly as 


in Paradise, if he be not that 
¥ . ‘ 

His works are pieces 
of exquisite sense, celebrations of Nature’s 
virginity, exemplified by rare learning 
and original observations. Persistently in- 
depend nt and manly, he criticizes men 


and times largely, urging and defending 


his opinions with the spirit and pertinaci- 
ty befitting a descendant of him of the 
Hammer. A head of mixed genealogy 
like his, Franco-Norman crossed by Scot- 
tish and New-E: 


forgiven a few characteristic peculiar- 


sland descent, may be 


ities and trenchant traits of thinking, 
amidst his great common sense and fidel- 
ity to the core of natural things. Sel- 
dom has a head circumscribed so much 
of the sense of Cosmos as this footed intel- 
ligence, — nothing less than all out-of- 
doors sufficing his genius and scopes, 
and, day by day, through all weeks and 
seasons, the year round. 

If one would find the wealth of wit 
there is in this plain man, the informa- 


tion, the sagacity, the poetry, the piety, 
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let him take a walk with him, say of a 
winter's afternoon, to the Blue Water, or 
anywhere about the outskirts of his village- 
residence. Pagan as he shall outwardly 
appear, yet he soon shall be seen to be 
the hearty worshipper of whatsoever is 
sound and wholesome in Nature,.—a piece 
of russet probity and: sound sense that she 
delights to own and honor. His talk shall 
be suggestive, subtile, and sincere, 
der as many masks and mimicries as 
shows he passes, and as significant, — 
ture choosing to speak through her chosen 
1] 


mouth-piece, — cynically, perhaps, some- 


times, and searching into the marrows of 
men and times he chances to speak of, 


4] 


to his discomfort ly, and avoidance. 


Nature, 


strict science, n« 


mos 
poetry, life, politics, not 


it society ¢ 


his pre ferred themes: the new Panthe¢ 


probably, before he gets 

ing of the ax 

Pliny, is to pa 

} 
| 
I 


is holy, the things sec 


n symboli 


Unseen, and worthy of worship so, the 


Zoroastrian rites most becoming a nature 


so fine as ours in this thin newness, this 


worship being so sensible, so promotive 
] l ie¢s,— 


under the 


of possible -calling us out of 


doors and firmament, where 
health and wholesomeness are finely 
sinuated into our souls, 

but as idealists, the 


1 
throuch 


I think his rel 


itive type, 
YI 


seen 


creatures and , even to‘ 


row that falls to the 


shot of his, 


ground,” — though 
never by and, for whatso- 
ever is manly in man, his worship may 
compare with that of the pric sts and he- 


roes of pagan times. jor is he false to 


these traits under any guise worship- 
ye I 


ping at unbloody altars, 
Unseen, Wisest, and Best. 
is better pe ised and more 
ant than other men. 
Perhaps he deals 


properly, thouch ver 


best with matter, 
y adroitly with mind, 
with persons, as he knows them best, and 
sees them from Nature’s circle, wherein 


he dwells habitually. I should say he 
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inspirt d the sentiment of love, if, indeed, 
the sentiment he awakens did not seem 
to partake of a y irer sentiment, were 
that possible,— but nameless from its ex- 
cellency. ‘riendly he is, and holds his 
friends by bearings as strict in their ten- 
derness and consideration as are the laws 
of his thinking,— as prompt and kind- 
I neighborly always, and 

sions as he is strenuous 


ing with others in things 


"Ss Some 
, living at a distance, 


] 


annual 


ugril- 


I 
I 


his le: 

game sti 

certain, t 

page, and 

intelliger 1e 3 i : 
We have | ustomed onsider him 
the salt of ngs ong that they must 
lose their savor without hi eason 
them. n hen he goes hence, then 


Pan is dead, and Nature ailing through- 


him thus, with the ad- 


Walden to show him in 
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Vil. 


I come now to an obscure part of my 
subject, very difficult to present in a pop- 
ular form, and yet so important in the 
scientific investigations of our day that I 
cannot omit it entirely. I allude to what 
are called by naturalists Collateral Series 


or Parallel Types. These are by no 


means difficult to trace, because they 
are connected by seeming resemblances, 


which, though very likely to mislead and 


perplex the observer, yet naturally sug- 
tl Let 


ubject with the state- 


iation of such groups. 


Australia numerous Mam- 
the same relation and 
+ Same purposes as the Mam- 


pome 


r countries. of them 
by the natives, and serve 

t, milk, wool, as our domes- 
serve us. Representa- 
all typ s, Wolve 8, Foxes, 
Veasels, Martens, Squir- 

, are found there ; and yet, 
animals resemble ours so 

3 English settlers have eall- 

any of them by the same names, there 
1uine Wolves, Foxes, Sloths, 

M irtens, oq uirre ls, or 

The Australian Mam- 

r to the 


region where 


|, and are all linked to- 
| by ¢ ; Lahla structural 
rether by two remarkable structural feat- 
‘ - 1 


ures which distinguish them from all other 


Mammalia and unite them under one head 


as the lled Marsupials. ‘They bring 


forth their young in an imperfect condi- 


tion, and transfer them to a pouch, where 


they remain attached to the teats of the 


mother till their development is as far ad- 


vanced as that of other Mammalia at the 


time of their birth; and they are further 


characterized by an absence of that com- 
bination of transverse fibres forming the 


e which unites the two hemi- 
spheres of the | 


large brid 


rain in all the other mem- 


n Natural History. 


IN 
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NATURAL HISTORY. 


bers of their class. Here, then, is a se- 
ries of animals parallel with ours, sepa- 
rated from them by anatomical features, 
but so united with them by form and ex- 
ternal features that many among them 
have been at first associated tovether. 
This is what Cuvier has called subor- 
dination of characters, distinguishing be- 
tween characters that control the organ- 
ization and those that are not essentially 
The skill of the nat- 
uralist consists in detectin 


connected with it. 
¢ the difference 
between the two, so that he may not take 
the more superficial features as the basis 
tead of 

! 


portant ones which, though ofte 


} 
1 


of his classification, those im- 


] . 
1 less €a- 


sily recognized, are more d eply rooted 
in the organization. It is a difference of 


the same nature as that between aflinity 
and analogy, to which I have alluded be- 
fore, when spt aking of the ingrafting of 


certain features of one type upon ani- 


mals of another type, thus producing a 


superfic ial resemblance, not truly « harac- 


teristic. In the Reptil 8, 


there are two groups, 


scales, with naked skin, laying numerous 
egos, but hatching tl j 

perfect 

which lay 


whose com- 


pl te ly deve d undergo no sub- 


sequent Yet, yt with- 


standing this d 


ures of structu 


reproduction < 

such an external 
certain animals belo two 
groups that they were associated togeth- 
er even by so eminent : alist as Lin- 
nus. Compare, for instance, the Si 


Reptile 


cilians among the Naked Reptiles. 


rpents 
s with the Ca- 
They 
have the same elongated form, and are 
the head in both 
is on a level with the body, without any 


contraction behind it, such 


among the Scaly 


both destitute of limbs ; 


as marks the 


neck in the higher Reptiles, and moves 
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only by the action of the back-bone ; they types, united only b; <ternal resem- 


are singularly e in their external feat- — blance, and distinguished from each other 
ures, but the of the Serpent are by essential elements of structure, exist 
hatched in ture condition, while the among all animals, tl! 


young of the » to which the Ceecil- striking among Birds « 


ians belo inde? 1 succession ot met- unliormity ot tha 
amorph | re attaining to a resem we may trac¢ 


blance to tl ! i Or compare the tween the Palmat« 





Lizard and th lamander, in which the instance, and t 

likeness is perhay vel : striking; tween the 

for any nex I ad ver would Amor 

mistake I { ott P Both are su- common, 

perior to t ! al ilians, for even with 

in them tl On eely count of th 
mer the liker 
ced. But the « 
the fishermen ofte) 
blance 

comp! 


| 


pole 


life « 


the 
lopment ture 
I 
lowe r be en very 
is the naturalist 
in the mode _ them, and be prepar« 


ir young as distin- 


The two series may 


Turtles, 


Lizards, : Aros a : oe 
Serpents. : ; 


Pon 4 ‘ y } y + al 
to a carelul examin ) ) > natural 


nding groups or parallel groups of animals called Famili y nat 
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uralists,—a subj y briefly allude 


umilies are 


to in a pre viou hapter ] 
: } 


natural a nim 


D s of less ex- 
tent than Orders, but, like Or 


lers, Class- 
es, and Branches, foun ipon .certain 
i , ire as dis- 
tinct for this kind of group as for all the 
Pe : 


ner a sions 


ution of the 

Animal Kined 

That 3 yur lerstan true mean- 
1t be mis- 

y naturalists to 


imiluar, 


mee a 

When naturali 

animals, the; 

of a known st 

mon parlance, th 

ants of known | 

ly; they underst 

ral groups of di ls of animals, 

having no genetic relati so far as we 

know, but another 

close ly en 

of a more 

entage. 

determinir 

groups, and in 

features by 

for individu 

as to the di 

between the mem! 

and there is no ki 

sents gre ater diversit 

in the classifications 

by different naturali 

called Familie 3. 
It should be 


that, unless a sound criterio 


remember 


to the limitation of Famili 


g introduced 


other groups 
systems, must forever r 


hey have been hitherto. A 


i] 


divisions, as t 
ance at the ess of our 
t] 


retrospective ‘ 


science during the past c¢ ry, in this 
connection, may perhaps h 


the difficulty. Linnzus, ir 


Nature, does not admit Families; he has 
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only four kinds of g7 
ders, Genera, and Spx 
plants that naturalists fi 
general traits of resé 
everywhere among 

ral families, and ad 

to the framework 
France, particulai 
sued with success ; 
thus introduced 
were so great, ar 
cation so superior 
the botanical 
were int 

tems, in contr 


ee 
iCal Class 


botar 
was founded uy 
tion, and wl 
name ol 
same 
anists wa 
by the Fre 
of tl 


I 11s cent 


Cuvi 


h 
meth 
fact that they are d } | y ternal 
outline re nition of them 
‘ i ilmost in- 
stinctive ; ut i very ail t to char- 


acterize them, or to trace 
the connection between m and struct- 


Indeed, 
mit that Families 


1: 
ure. many ») not aa- 


upon form; 
and it was in trying to ount for the f; 
cility with which they d 

while they find it so difl 

ize them, that I per 

always associ: 


form. Naturalists have established Fam- 








is 


7 9 . » » 
iNethods of SMudy im 
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general application as a principle of clas- 
sification, may well be considered as es- 
sentially characteristic of the Families. 
There are certainly closely allied natural 
groups of animals, belonging to the same 
Order, but including many Genera, which 
differ from each other chiefly in their 
form, while that form is determined by 
peculiarities of structure which do not 
influence the general structural compli- 
cation upon which Orders are based, or 
relate to the minor details of structure on 
which Genera are founded. I am there- 
fore convinced that form is the criterion 
by which Families may be determined. 
The great facility with which animals may 
be combined together in natural groups 
of this kind without any special investi- 
gation of their structure, a superficial 
method of classification in which zodlo- 
gists have lately indulged to a most un- 
justifiable degree, convinces me that it is 
the similarity of form which has uncon- 
sciously led such shallow investigators to 
correct results, since upon close examina- 
tion it is found that a large number of 
the Families so determined, and to which 
no characters at all are assigned, neverthe- 
less bear the severest criticism founded 
upon anatomical investigation. 

The questions proposed to the mselves 
by all students who would character- 
What are, 
throughout the Animal Kingdom, the pe- 


ize Families should be these : 


culiar patterns of form by which Families 
are distinguished? and on what struct- 
ural features are these patterns based ? 
Only the most patient investigations can 
give us the answer, and it will be very 
long before we can write out the for- 
mulz of these patterns with mathemat- 
ical precision, as I believe we shall be 
able to do in a more advanced stage of 
our science. But while the work is in 
progress, it ought to be remembered that 
a mere general similarity of outline is 


] 


o sy 
lence of 1d 


not yet in itself evic i ntity of 
form or pattern, and that, while seeming- 
ly very different forms may be derived 
from the same formula, the most similar 
forms may belong to entirely different 
systems, when their derivation is proper- 
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ly traced. Our great mathematician, in 
a lecture delivered at the Lowell Insti- 
tute last winter, showed that in his science, 
also, similarity of outline does not always 
indicate identity of character. Compare 
the different circles, — the perfect cirele, 
in which every point of the pe riphery is 
at the same distance from the centre, with 
an ellipse in which the variation from the 
true circle is so slight as to be almost im- 
perceptible to the eye; yet the latter, like 
all ellipses, has its two foci by which it 
differs from a circle, and to refer it to the 
family of circles instead of the family of el- 
lipses would be overlooking its true char- 
acter on account of its external appear- 
ance ; and yet ellipses may be so elongat- 
ed, that, far from resembling a circle, they 
make the impression of parallel lines 
linked at their extremities. 


have an elastic 


Or we may 
curve in which the 
pearance of a circle is produced by 
meeting of the two ends; neverthel 

belongs to the family of elastic curves, 

in which may even be included a line 

ight, and is formed by a pro- 

ss entirely different from that which 


roduces the circle or the ellipse. 

But it is sometimes exc eedingly diffi- 
cult to find the relation between struct- 
ure and form in Families, and I remem- 
ber a case whi 


of the 


1 
taken as a test 


accuracy views I enter- 


tained upon this subject, and which per- 


plexed and baffled me for years. It was 
l Fam- 


fi 
that of our fresh-water Mussels, the 


ily of Unios. There is a great variety 


of outline among them, — some being ob- 
long and very slender, others broad with 
seemingly square outlines, others having 
a nearly triangular form, while others 
again are almost circular; and I could 
not detect among them all any feature 
of form that was connected with any es- 
sential element of their structure. At 
last, however, I found this test-character, 
and since that time I have had no doubt 
left in my mind that form, determined by 
structure, is the true criterion of Families. 
In the Unios it consists of the rounded 
outline of the anterior end of the body 


reflected in a more or less open curve of 
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the shell, bending more abruptly along 
the lower side with an inflection followed 
by a bulging, corresponding to the most 
prominent part of the gills, to which alone, 
in a large number of American Species of 
this Fa 
ing to this part of the shell a prominence 


mily, the eggs are transferred, giv- 


which it has not in any of the European 
Species. At the posterior end of the 
body this curve then bends upwards and 
backwards again, the outline meeting the 
side occupied by the hinge and ligament, 


which, when very rte may determine 


a trian: ou lar form of the whole shell, or, 
and con- 


body, 


gives it a quadrangular form, or, if the 


when equal to the lower side 


nected with a creat height of the 
height is reduced, produces an elongated 
if the 
side to the other is 


form, or, finally, a rounded form, 
passage from one 
gradual. A comparison of the position 
whan intern nal organs of different Species 
shells 
lez loubt that their form is de- 
of the animal. 


familiar 


f Unios with the outlines of their 

will 

termir 1 

A rn t 1d 
. 


mplete this 


ucture 
more ex- 
amples ma F discuss - 
Among Climbing 

iii one Salk eentias ab bs 
pre , 

feet and 


there are 


tance, 
more com- 
struc 


‘ture 


anatomical fi 


ent in their 
serve as examples 


Woodpeckers (Pi 
(Psitta 


as two Gi 
en subdivided, i 
L 


intimate knowl- 
edge of their 


mber 
mi be 


Genera of W< 
the Paz 


ters, into a 


harac 
large mi 


ilies, corresp¢ nd 
is suk 1 Genera of Picus 
and Psitt They are 
the Famili ’ Woodpec 


rots; and Sen 1 A each group includes a 


vo ol 
now known as 


kers and Par- 


number of Genera combine .d upon a va- 
riety of details in the finish of special 
ich as the num- 
he bill, 


7 = 
e to overlook th pecu- 


parts of the structure, st 
eculiarities of t 
ete., it is impossib! 
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liar form which is characteristic of each. 
No one who is familiar with the outline 
of the Parrot will fail to recognize any 
member of that Family by a general 
form which is equally common to the 
diminutive Nonpareil, the gorgeous Ara, 
and the high-crested Cockatoo. Neither 
will any one, who has ever observed the 
l, the straight bill, the flat back, 
tail of the Woodpecker, hesi- 


identify the 


small hea 
and stiff 
tate to 
of the numerous Genera into which this 
divided. The 
acters are even more invariable than the 
; for there are Woodpeckers 


two turn- 


family form in any 


group is now family char- 


generic ones 


which, instead of the four toes, 


ing forward and two backward, which 


form an essential generic character, have 


three toes only, while the family form is 


always maintained, whatever 
there may be in the charact 
more limited er 

The Turtles 


other good 


ups it inclu 

and Terrapins 

illustration of fi 

ters. They constitute 

Order, but distinguishec 
aes a 

milies very dist 


Among 


amily 


outiine. 


eral form and 
may mention the F 
with their snout, 
almost body, as 
with the j compressed 
tapering tail of the Trout Family. 
— among Insects, the Hawk-Mot!] 

th the Diurnal Butterfly, or i 
so-called Miller, —or, among Crus 
the common Crab with the Sea 

vith the Shrim 

among Worms, the Leeches with the 
Worms, — or, 
with th 
the Slugs, 
Limpets and Conchs, or the Clam with 
the so-called Venus, or the Oyster with 
the Mother-of-Pearl shell, — ev¢ ry where, 


throughout the 


] 
‘ump, 


ffer 
I 


Animal Kingdom, « 


li 
ence of form points at difference of Fam- 


ilies. 
His- 


been 


There is a chapter in the Natural 
that has hardly 


yet, and that 


Animals 


upon as will be 


a 


interesting with 
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Families. The voices of animals have a 
family character not to be mistaken. All 
the Canide bark and howl: the Fox, 
the Wolf, the Dog have the same kind 
of utterance, though on a somewhat dif- 
ferent pitch. All the Bears growl, from 
the White Bear of the Arctic snows to 
the small Black Bear of the Andes. All 
the Cats miau, from our quiet fireside 
companion to the Lions and Tigers and 
This 


last may seem a strange assertion; but 


Panthers of the forest and jungle. 


to any one who has listened critically to 
their sounds and analyzed their voices, 
thi of Lion is b 
miau, bearing about the same 
to that o 


the it a gigantic 


roar 


i 


proportior 


y 


the smaller, 
] Yet, n 


standing the difference in their 


f a Cat as its statel 
} 


10es 


and majes- 


t te 


tic form ¢ ) soiter, more 


( 


twith- 
he 


veaceful a pect of the Cat. 


size, W 


) 
can look at the Lion, whether in his more 
} 


sleepy mood as he lies curled up in the 
corner of his cage, or in his fiercer mo- 
ments of hunger or of rage, without being 


reminded Cat? And 


rel not 
hI . aa 
1e resembDiance of one Carnivo- 


of a this is 
ly tl 


is animal to a sr; for no one was 
ever reminded of a Dog or Wolf by a 
i Again, all the Horses and Don- 


{ 
t 


Y th 


I NOt 


Lion. 


for the bray of 
] 


1; the Donkey 
1 on a dif- 
», but a sound of the 
imself 


All 


WmMing 


. - » hasshar sol it 
is Only a Harsher neien, piu 


i 


v, from the 
the Musk-Ox of 
I Among tl 
this similarity of voice in Families 
We need only re- 


pastures. 


feeding in our 
Birds 
is stil r 


still more marked. 


l 
l 


call the harsh and noisy Parrots, so simi- 


t Or take 
as an example the web-footed Family, — 
do not all the Geese 


able host of Ducks « 


lar in their 


eir peculiar utterance. 
and the innumer- 


Does not 


1 


1 
every member of the Crow Family caw, 
Jay, the 


uack ? 


whether it be the Jackdaw, tl 
Magpie, the Rook in some green rookery 
of the Old World, 
ts | 


long, 


or the Crow of our 


. 
woods, with i melancholy caw that 
silence and solitude 
all the war- 


ompare all tue 


seems to make the 


deeper 2 Ck sweet 
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[Apri 
nily,—the Night 
Thrushes, the Mocking-Birds, 


di 


al 


blers of the Songster Fz 


] 


ingales, the 


the Robins ; they differ in the greater or 
less perfection of their note, but the same 


kind 


group. 


of voice runs through the whole 
These affinities of the vocal sys- 
I] 
worthy of the deepest study, not only as 
to 


tems among animals form a subject we 


another character which classify 


the Animal King 
bearing 


by 


. . 
iom correctiy, but as 
indirectly also on the question of 
the origin of animals. Can we suppose 
that characteristics like these 


4 


communicated from 

er? When we 

bers of one 
vide 


arti 


fir 


ZOOLOg 


the e 


with one voi 
they | 


they now occur 


ve 
with 
Wi 
ean Thrush to sing 
He surely 


the 
Lit 


nliarities ? 
peculla 1u1es £ 


relative ? 
his cousin over 
} 


would have us belli 


hav e originat { 


common 


and single pairs en distril 
ed from suc 
world, will fi 


tenacity 
currence 
P 


bili 


ances th 


y of any c 
the 
now found. 
in this kind of inv« 
' aaggdries 
not only to fam 
to nationalities am 


that the natu 


the vo cal systems ol 
day teach us about 
ferent groups of anin 


il utt 


ative 


similarity of vo 
hathar 
vheth¢ 


t 


mals is not indi of 
, 
il 


cies ; I doubt, therefore, wv 


commu! 


ity of speec h proves 


among men. 


of motion in 


The similarity 
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well worth the consid- 
aturalist: the soaring 


heavy f 


y,—the lap- 
the Gallinaceous 

the Swallows, 

1d angular turns, 

the Sparrows, —the 

if the Hens and the strut 

waddle of the Ducks 

and slow, heavy creeping 
of the —the graceful flicht 
ler the water, —the 
Frog, — 
like a flash 


ht in the sun 


inshine, — 


r of the 


Lizard, 


n of the Serpent, — 
I 
rel, —the lean of 


sh of the Hawk-Moth 


Sea- Anemone 
, rapid moti 


hythm and ca 


und in the org? 


° 41 
ining of the 


words 
’ 


may serve, in the ab- 


rad 
se d 


{ finition, to ex- 
portance of those 
led Genera and Spe- 
systems. The Genus 


ensive of the two 


he Species is the 
ist the 

ivisions 

her 


1 ] 
as always 


in Natural History. 


been taken in the same sense. 
especially has varied in its acceptation, 
from the time when Aristotle applied it 
indiscriminately to any kind of compre- 
hensive group, from the Classes down to 
what we commonly call Genera, till the 
present day. But we have already seen, 
that, instead of calling all the various kinds 
of more comprehensive divisions by 
name of Genera, modern scien 
plied special names to each of 
we have now Families, Ord 
and Branches above Gener 
the foregoing discussi 
of these 
principl 
all founded upon 

the primary 

on plan of 
1 the manner 
Orders upon the greater or 


lication of a given m¢ 


] 


the Families upon form; and 


mains to be ascertained whetl 


t in Nature, and by 


the 
discriminati 

in our estimation 

re, we must, neverthel 


that even now, while tl 


of the more comprehensive 
ly agree, the 
tation of Gen 
some 


of other 


rom the absence 


standard for the estimation of the 


} ‘ 
But the different cates 
ria ol 


ure which form the distinctive erit 


the more « omprt hensive divisions once es- 
tablished, the question is narrowed dk 
the special catego 


to an inqui into the 


upon which Genera may be determin 


s can be accurately defined, no 


ere here a 


difference of opinion need interfé 
Con- 


mal 


and if 


after with their uniform limitation. 


sidering all these divisions of the 


Kingdom from this point of view, it is evi- 


dent that the more compreh ones 


must be those 


which are bas¢ the 


broadest characters,- -} 
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upon plan of structure, standing of course 
I 


at the head; next to these the Classes, 
since the general mode of executing the 


plan presents a wider category of char- 


acters than the complication of struc- 
ture on which Orders rest; after Orders 

ne Families, or the patterns of form 
in which these greater or less complica- 
tions of structure are clothed; and pro- 

ing in the same way from more gen- 
ral to more special considerations, we 
can h LV 


1 


as cnar 


no other category of structure 
acteristic of Genera than the de- 
tails of structure by which members of 
the same Family 


other, and this I consider as the on 


may differ from each 
] + 

iV true 
basis on which to limit Genera, while it 
is at the same time in perfect accordance 


with the practice of the most eminent 


modern zodlogists. It is in this way that 


Cuvier has distinguished the large num- 
ber of Genera he has characterized in his 
great Natural History of the Fishes, in 
connection with Valenciennes. Latreille 
has done the 


Insects ; 


same for the Crustacea and 
and Milne Edwards, 
codperation of Haime, has recently pro- 


ceeded upon the same principle 


with the 


in char- 
a great number of Genera 
Corals. Many others have 


owed this example, but few have 
i fa uniform n 

’ 
have d 


d too limited 


1ey ne so, 


taken into consideration 


prin is, 


in 
over a whol 
import ince, 


connected manner, in wl 
hat extent 


anim 


number of a 
d together in Nature. 


Considering 
Animal Kingdom as a single « omplete 


ork of one Creative Intellect, consistent 


hroughout, such keen analysis and close 
criticism of all its parts have the same kind 
of interest, in a higher degree, as that 
which attaches to other studies undertak- 
en in the spirit of eareful comparative 
research. These different categories of 


characters are, as it were, different pecu- 


in Natural History. [ April, 


liarities of style in the author, different 
modes of treating the same material, new 
combinations of evidence bearing on the 
same general principles. The study of 
Genera is a department of Natural His- 
tory which thus far has received too little 
attention even at the hands of our best 
zovlogists, and has been treated in tl 
most arbitrary manner ; it should hence- 
forth be made a philosophical investiga- 
tion into the closer affinities which natu- 
rally bind in minor groups all the repr 
sentatives of a natural Family. 

Genera, then, are groups of a more re- 
stricted character than any of those we 


have examined thus far. Some of them 


include only one Species, while othe 


‘ertain definite 


comprise hundreds ; since 


combinations of characters may be limit 


ed to a singl , while other 
binations may be 
have 
Birds: 

1s, while the nu , Spe if sa 


he Wa bler Amo1 yy Mam- 


exam] 


the Ostrich 


striking 


malia the Girafl | 
Mice and Sq 
cit Ss. Gi ne 


h ive seen, on 


» mort 
os and Wolves have 
two mor low 
crushing the 

their habits, sin: 

as well as animal 

tion of the claws 
The re is 
to thi 
a Ger 
It belongs t 


but differs from or 


ure. 
referen 
is again us containing « 
Species. 
din 
gers in having its cla 
that it cannot draw th 
paws, though in 
are like the claws 
while it has the Cat-like claw, 
like those of the Dog, 


every other respe t tl 
of all the Cats. 
its paw 


ana 
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combination of features is in direc of their scales, ete. Among Insects, the 
tion its habits, for it ot lie various Genera of the Butterflies differ in 


wait : 1 yn. it the combination of the little rods which 


Cat, but hunts it like the Dog. sustain their wings, in the form and struct- 
hemselves are, like ure of their antenne. 

lished, the char- minute scales which cover their 

are founded, like ete. Among Cru 


difficult to trace. Shrimps vary 


res belonging to in the structure of 


‘act the attention in the articula 


1, though they Among 
be truly con- the 
It is easy to 
stance, 
is no true 


} 
ath 
ath 


round th t Tultures leads us 
at once to 

but it 

the Genus, 

ure of tl 

Bird has a 

the Peacock, 

merely of 


consut 


covers, and of 
pectoral fins are 
and combination overrate the 


y the structure lieve that th 
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t sense from other groups; as if 
re were something more real and tan- 
gible in Species than in Genera, Families, 


Classes, or Branches. The truth 

tudy a vast number of Species 
without tracing the principles that com- 
bine them under more comprehensive 
groups is only to burden the mind with 
disconnected facts, and more may be learn- 
ed by a faithful and careful comparison 


¢ 


of a few Species than by a more cursory 


examination of a greater number. When 


one considers the immense number of 
Species already known, naturalists mi; 

well despair of becoming acquaint 
them all, were they 
lamental 
study of one Sp 


I 
I 
1 the 


not constructed on 


a few fun 


De Candolle, 


ime a great botanist and 


deal for who 
was at the same ti 
a great teat her, told me once that he could 
undertake to illustrate the fundamental 
principle s of his science with the aid of a 
dozen plants judicic usly selected, and that 
it was his unvarying practice to induce 
students to make a thorough study of a 
few minor groups of plants, in all their 
relations to one another, rather than to 
attempt to gain a superficial acquaint- 
ance with a large number of species. The 
powerful influence he has had upon the 
progress of Bot iny vour hes for the cor- 
his 


profound scholar 


rectness of views. Indeed, every 
knows that sound learn- 
ing can be attained only by this method, 
and the study of Nature makes no ex ep- 
I would therefore ad- 
vise every student to select a few repre- 
Classes, and to 


not only with reference to 


tion to the rule. 
sentatives from all the 
study these 
ific characters, but as members 
Or- 
He 
ne e ca SR 

will soon convince himself that Species 


have no more 


their spe 
also of a Genus, of a Family, of ar 


der, of a Class, and of a Branch. 


definite and real existence 
in Nature than all the other divisions of 
the Animal Kingdom, and that every an- 


imal is the 


representative of its Branch, 
‘lass, Order, Family, and Genus as much 
as of its Species. Specifi : characters are 
only those determining size, proportion, 


color, habits, and relations to surrounding 


[ April, 


circumstances and external objects. How 
superficial, then, must be any one’s knowl- 
edge of an animal who studies it only with 
relation to its specific characters ! He will 
know nothing of the finish of spt cial parts 
of the body, — nothing of the relations be- 
tween its form and its structure,— noth- 
ing of the relative complication of its or- 
ganization as compared with other allied 
animals,— nothing of the general mode 
of execution, — not 
pressed in that mod 


with the exception « 
ters, which, sin y imply relative su- 
iority and inf ty, require, of course 


| 


ior 


? 
comparison, 


ll him all this as 


ters. 


1ensive ort ups, 


equally with Sp have a positive, 
permanent, specific principle, maintained 
generation after generation with all its 
essential characte Individuals are 
the transient repres« tives of all these 
organic principk 
an independent, 


hich certainly have 
immaterial existence, 
since they outlive the individuals that 
embody them, and are no less real after 
the generation that has represented them 
for a time has passed away than they 
were before. 
a number of 
opr ‘] longing to 


ural Genus, it is n flicult to 


From a com] 

: 
well-known a nat- 
ascertain 
what are essentially specific characters. 
There is hard among Mammalia a 
nore natural Genus than that which in- 
cludes the Rabbits and Hares, or that to 
Mice are referred. 

ia 


Let us see how the differs nt Species differ 


which the Rats and 


] 


from one another. Though we give two 
names in the vernacul: 


Hare, both Hares and 


all the structural peculi 


to the Genus 


s which con- 


stitute a Genus; but the different Species 


are distinguished by their absolute size 
Cc yl - 
and form of 


» lenct} } 
I t 


their 


when full-crown, » nature and 
or of their fur, y » size 
the ear,— by the 
legs and tail, — by more or less slen- 


der build of their whole body, — by their 


habits, some living in open grounds, oth- 
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ers among the bushes, others in swamps, 
others burrowing under the earth, — by 
the number of young they bring forth, — 
by their different seasons of breeding, — 


and by still minor differences, such as the 


permanent color of the hair throughout 
l in some, while in others it turns 


The Rats and Mice 


- way : there being large 


winter. 


and 


1 
brown, 


small pecies, — some gray, some 


others rust-colored,—some with 
soft, others with coarse hair; they differ 
also in the | noth 


it mo! 


of the tail, and in hav- 
or less covered with hair, — in 
ars, and their size,—in 

eir limbs, which are slen- 
ne, short and thick in 

heir various ways of living, 
t substances on which 

lso in their distribution 
the earth, whether 
in certain limited areas 
What is 


of these differences by 


t wider rang 


uish Species ? They are 

om any of the categories 

ra, Families, Orders, Class- 
Branches are founded, and may 


readily be reduced to a few heads. They 
are differences in the proportion of the 


parts and in the absolute size of the whole 


1 
t 


animal, in the color and general ornamen- 
tation of the surface of the body, and in 
the relations of the individuals to one an- 


» the A far- 


ther analysis of other Genera would show 


other and t world around. 


us that among Birds, Reptiles, Fishes, and, 
in fact, throughout the Animal Kingdom, 
Species of defined natural Genera 

. ij We are there- 
iying that the category 


> way. 


vhic h Sp cle S are based 
ural differences, but pre- 
tructure combined under 
erences of size, propor- 
All the specific charac- 
reference to the ge- 
family form, the ordi- 

* structure, the mode 
Class, and the plan of 
inch, all of which are 
me of each individual 
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in each Species, even though all these in- 
flividuals are constantly dying away and 
reproducing others; so that the specific 
characters have no more permanency in 
the individuals than those which charac- 
terize the Genus, the Family, the Order, 
I 1 
therefore, that naturalists have been en- 
the 


theor¢ 


1° 
eneve, 


the Class, and the Branch. 


tirely wrong in considering more 


tical 


itrary, an attempt, 


} 


comprehensive groups to be 


and in a measure ar! 


ar ; 
classify the Ani- 


that is, of certain men to 
mal Kingdom according individ- 
ual views, while they have ascribed to 
Species, as contrast 

visions, 4 more positive existen 
No further 


show that it 


ture. argument is n 
is not only the 
] 


lives in the individual, but 


dividua 10uch bel 
Species, is built upon a precise and 
nite plan which characterizes its Branch, 


h in- 


— that that plan is executed in ea 
dividual in a particular way which char- 
acterizes its Class, — that every individual 
with its kindred occupies a definite posi- 
tion in a series of structural complicé 
which characterizes its Order,- 

every individual all these structur 

ures are combined under a definite pat- 
tern of form which characterizes its Fam- 
ily,—that every individual exhibits strue- 
tural details in the finish of its parts which 
characterize its Genus, — and finally that 
every individual presents certain peculi- 
arities in the proportion of its parts, in its 
color, in its size, in its relations to its fellow- 
beings and surrounding things, whi 

stitute its specific characters ; 
is repeated in the same kind of combina- 
tion, generation after generation, while the 
individuals die. 


ositions, which seem to me self-evi 


If we accept these prop- 
ient, 
it is impossible to avoid the conclusion 
that Species do Nature in 
xr sense than the more ec 


hensive groups of the zovlovical systems. 


not exist in 


any oth mpre- 


There is one question respecting Spe- 
earnest dis- 


only 


cies that gives rise 
our day, 


to very 


cussions in not among 
naturalists, but among all thinking peo- 


ple. 


How far are they permanent, and 
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how far mutable? With reference tothe mind 1 








ind yet t rdinary 
2 . A. 

or » of Species, ther much to mode of areuine unon thi nhiect ic that 
pe rmanence ot. | cl 9 were | I i ) 4 i aArouing u] n S$ SUD) is, nat, 
be learned from the geological phenom- _ because the intelligence of man has ] en 
ena that belo y to our own pt ri cert 1 varie 3 in .o. 
that bear witness to the invarial uls, the e ni ’ 

i 

types during hundreds of thousands of causes have prod 1 all the diversitic 
years at least. I h pe to present a part among wild ones. Surely, the s dex 


of this evidence in a future artick upon logic would be to in r, that. } 





the mean time I can- finite intelligence can cause th original 





not leave this subject without touching pattern to vary by son ht sl 
upon a point of whi »has been difference, ther int 
made in recent dis I refer to gence must have est ] ll the bound- 





the varia iity of Species as shown in less diversity of w ‘ I ed y 


domestication. rieties are but tl ! echo. It is the 








The domesticated animals with their most intelligent farmer that has the ereat- 
numerous breeds aré constantly adduced — est success in in his | ; and 
as evidence of the changes which animals if the animals ] e lef 
may undergo, and as furnishing hints re- to themselves without that llivent ear 
specting the way in which the div sity they return to t col 
now observed among animals has alr udy So h plants: tl l i 
been produced. i that thoughtful gardener y ( 1 
such inferences istained yaricties from | l se va 

how- rieties will fad ] t 
ifferences be- There is, as it were. a certa of 








, they are of a peculiar 














char er en ely d t from thos« that 1 wi h } can exercise 
prey ye the ] tte! and ar¢ iltog th- ce but tl v tions 
er in to the circumstances under roduces are of a peculia 
which they occ Fi By this I do not mean l » th lif- 
the natural action of physical conditions, 1 Sp Let us take 
but the more or less intelligent direction some examples to illustrate th; s 
of the circumstances under which they Every Species of wild Bull differs f; 
live. The inference drawn from the va- the other $s | ej 
rieties introduced among animals in a_ viduals corr pond to the average stand- 
state of domestication, with reference to ard of size characteristic of their respec- 
the origin of Species, i usually this: that tive Species, and sl I 4 - 
small scale treme differences of size so remarkable 





to produce I wild B | its peculiar 
under his_ color, and all the in ls of one § 
ve result- cies share in it: n with our dome: 
in doing cated Cattle, among which every indivi 
this, he h tion, in no way ual may differ in color from every « 
altered th the Species, but ls of the same Speci 
has ily lial ll ty to the he pr am of 





will of man, that is, to a power similar their parts, in the mode crowth of tl 





in its nature and mode of action to that _ hair, in its quality, whether fine or s 


power to which animals owe their very not so with our dom icated ( 





4 
ls 


existence. The influer of man upon among w 


animals is, in other words, the action of cies over 











1862. ] M thods of Study an Natural History. 459 


those with long and short legs, with slen- the domesticated ones. Compare the dif- 


der and stout build of the body, with ferences between the various kinds of 
horns or without, as well as the greatest Jackals and Wolves with those that exist 
variety in the mode of twisting the horns, between the Bull-Dog and Greyhound, for 

widest extremes of de- instance, or between the St. Charles and 
velopment which the degree of pliability the Terrier, or between the Esquimaux 
in that Species will allow. and the Newfoundland Doe. I need 


of the power of hardly add that what is true of the 


in developing the pliabil- Horses, th ittle, the Dogs, is true also 


il’s organization, but in f the ikey, the Goat, the Sheep, the 
adapting it t lit his own caprices, is ig, the Ca Rabbit, the diff 
that of the rolden Carp, so frequently kinds of | 
seen in bowls and tanks as the ornament those animals that 
of drawing-rooms and gardens. Noton- chosen companion 


ly an infinite variety of s 


Y 
¢ i 


otted, striped, In fact, all the 

variegated co is been Pp oduced i ticated Spe cies is 

these Fishes, but, especially among the -are, or, in its more extravag 
Chinese, umous for their morbi 

of whatever is distorted and warpe in the wild Species, wh 
its natural shape : appearance, : itrary, everything shows thi 


7 ; * 4° ‘ 1.3.4 
ont > i el if to the distinct, weil-denned, 


sorts Ot 
in this single Species. k of i and ible limits of the Speci 
nese } uinti s Wil he lden C ul ly t follow, that, b ul 
in its varieties represer ome a t Chinese can, under abnormal conditi 
and stout, T ong and slender roduce a variety of fantastic 

some with t ventral si v n. oth 1e Golden Carp, therefor 


] Wits 
yHVSICal CONACIL 


one direction and 
therefore the ear 
itions connectet 
create a Pine, an 
‘a Maple. I confess th 
cuments derived from thé 
ena of domestication, to prov 
animals owe their origin and diversit} 
tion of the conditi 


+} 
ui 


game way 


same way from the wild Spe ies, makes it 

er from each _ still more evident that domesticated vari- 
he wild Spe- __eties do not explain the origin of Species, 
r. Or take except, as I have said, by showing that 
nces between the intelligent will of man can produce 
spond in the effects which physical causes have never 
—— 


ith the dilierences observe 


among been known to produce, and that we must 
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therefore look to some cause outside of 
Nature, corresponding in kind, though so 
different in degree, to the intelligence of 
man, for all the phenomena connected 
with the existence of animals in their wild 
state. So far from attributing these orig- 
mal differences among animals to natural 
influences, it would seem, that, while a 
certain freedom of development is left, 
within the limits of which man can exer- 
cise his intelligence and his ingenuity, not 
even this superficial influence is allowed 
to physical conditions unaided by some 
guiding power, since in their normal 
state the wild Species remain, so far as 
we have been able to discover, entirely 
unchanged, — maintained, it is true, in 
their integrity by the circumstances that 
were established for their support by the 
power that created both, but never al- 


THE 


The Strasburg Clock. 


STRASBURG 
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Nature holds inviolable 
the stamp that God has set upon his creat- 
and if man is able to influence their 
organization in some slight degree, it is 


tered by them. 
ures ; 


because the Creator has given to his rela- 
tions with the animals he has intended 
for his companions the same plasticity 
which he has allowed to every other side 
of his life, in virtue-of which he may in 
some sort mould and shape it to his own 
ends, and be held responsible also for its 
results. 

The common sense of a civilized com- 
munity has already pointed out the true 
distinction in applying another word to 
the discrimination of the different kinds 
of domesticated animals. 
ed Bri bs 
the work of man ;— Species were creat- 


ed by God. 


The y are call- 


ls, and Breeds among animals are 


CLOCK. 


MAny and many a year ago, — 


To say how many I scarcely dare, — 


Three of us stood in Strasburg streets, 


In the wide and open square, 


Where, quaint and old and touched with the gold 
Of a summer morn, at stroke of noon 

The tongue of the great Cathedral tolled, 

And into the church with the crowd we strolled 
To see their wonder, the famous Clock. 

Well, my love, there are clocks a many, 

As big as a house, as small as a penny ; 

And clocks there be with voices as queer 

As any that torture human ear, — 

Clocks that grunt, and clocks that growl, 

That wheeze like a pump, and hoot like an owl, 
From the coffin shape with its brooding face 
That stands on the stair, (you know the place,) 
Saying, “ Click, cluck,” like an ancient hen, 
A-gathering the minutes home again, 

To the kitchen knave with its wooden stutter, 
Doing equal work with double splutter, 
Yelping, “ Click, clack,” with a vulgar jerk, 
As much as to say, “ Just see me work!” 
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But of all the clocks that tell Time’s bead-roll, 
There are none like this in the old Cathedral ; 
Never a one so bids you stand 

While it deals the minutes with even hand: 
For clocks, like men, are better and worse, 
And some you dote on, and some you curse ; 
And clock and man may have such a way 

Of telling the truth that you can’t say nay. 


So in we went and stood in the crowd 
To hear the old clock as 1t crooned aloud, 
With sound and symbol, the only tongue 


The maker taught it while yet ’t was young. 


And we saw Saint Peter clasp his hands, 
And the cock crow hoarsely to all the lands, 
And the Twelve Apostles come and go, 
And the solemn Christ pass sadly and slow ; 
And strange that iron-legged procession, 
And odd to us the whole impression, 

As the crowd beneath, in silence pressing, 


Bent to that cold mechanic blessing. 


But I alone thought far in my soul 

What a touch of genius was in the whole, 
And felt how graceful had been the thought 
Which for the signs of the months had sought, 
Sweetest of symbols, Christ’s chosen train ; 
And much I pondered, if he whose brain 
Had builded this clock with labor and pain 
Did only think, twelve months there are, 
And the Bible twelve will fit to a hair ; 
Or did he say, with a heart in tune, 
Well-loved John is the sign of June, 
And changeful Peter hath April hours, 
And Paul the stately, October bowers, 


And sweet, or faithful, or bol l, or strong 


o>? 


Unto each one shall a month belong. 


But beside the thought that under it lurks, 


Pray, do you think clocks are saved by their works ? 
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To win such love as Arthur Hugh 
Clough won in life, to leave so dear a 
memory as he has left, is a happiness that 
falls to few men. In America, as in Eng- 
land, his death is mourned by friends 
whose affection is better than fame, and 
who in losing him have met with an irrepa- 
r Outsi 
hi 4 


lis reputation had no large extent; but 


e the circle of his friends 


: ae ae 
though his writings are but little 


known 
y the great public of readers, tl 


ey are 
those of thoughtful and po- 
I 
to whose hands they have 
the 


produc tions of the 


temper 


as among most pre ious and 
al time. To 
no- 


l 
2 special worth and charm, as 


. ie 
ho knew him personally his 


expression of a character 
purest stamp, of rare trut 

ity, not less tender 
1d of a genius thoroughly individual in 
its form, and full of the promise of a large 
r. He was by Nature endowed with 
profound powers of thought, 
¢ at once delicate and intense, 
and generous sympathies, and 
ientiousness so acute as to per- 
ntrol his whole intellectual dis- 


1 


Loving, seeking, and holding 


the truth, he despised all fals 

tion. With his 

t thinking was joined the p 
il humor and the bri 

Liberal 


ym dogmatism and pri le 


ness 


is and 


seri 


htness of 


in sentiment, abs 


tioning temper, but of rev- 


, of a que 

, 
erent spirit, faithful in the performance 
not only of the larger duties, but also of 
the lesser charities and the familiar cour- 
of life, he has left a memory of 


ar consistency, purity, and dignity 
He lived to conscience, not for show, and 
lew men car ry through life so white a soul. 

A notice of Mr. Clough understood to 
i one who knew him well 


life. 


mn by 
the outline of his 
hur Hugh Clough was educated 
y, to which school he 


went very 


young, soon after Dr. Arnold had been 


elected head-master. He distinguished 


himself at once by gaining the only schol- 
arship which existed at that time, and 


which was open to the whole school un- 


der the age of fourteen. Before he was 
sixteen he was at the head of the fifth 


form, and, as that was the earliest age at 


, a 


which boys were then d into the 


‘ 


r fara 
iO! 1ore 


com- 
ing under the personal tuitio ‘the head- 
i he (school) 


He came 
rh 


generation to Stan iV an, and 


sixth, had to wait 
master. 


gained a reputation, if possible, even 
: I 


creater than th irs. 
es, in the last \ 
the priz s are git 
of the school 

almost 
unexampled » of addressing him, 
(when he and two fags w 1 carry 
off his load of spl ind books,) 
and congratulating him on having gained 


honor whi 


on such occasions, Arnold took the 


Cve 
1 . } 
having alist 

> - . . 
himself and ) eh t 


and 
credit to 
He had just 


gained a scholars at liol, then, as 


his school a 


now, the blue 


} 


1d thou 
es prevented 
I 


from taking a prominent part 


games of the place, was known as 

best goal-keeper on record, a reputation 
have gained without 
He was al 


best swimmers in the sch« 


being no drawba 


which no boy could 
promptness and courage. 
one of the 
his weakness of ankle 
here, and in his last half passed the c1 
cial test of that day, by ; 
Swift’s (the b ice of the sixth) to 


swimming 


the mill on the Leicester road, and back 


rain, between « 
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» reside at Oxford when the 
rsity was in a ferment. The 
Alma Mater to humble or cast 
irkable of her sons was 
Ward had not yet been 
inions, and was a fel- 

yf Balliol, and 


at Oriel, and incumbent 


Newman 


4 mind which, under any 
ild have thrown itself 


ive the 
ive thou 


soon to have } 
I 


siastical del 


Newman, Keble, 


yresiaed over Dy 


h the int ice 
Arnold had 


it, he found himself 


1 | 1 
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year of the terrible Irish famine, and with 


others of the most earnest men at the 


University he )} in an associa- 
tion which had for its object “ Retrench- 


ment for the sake of the Irish. Such a 


society was little likely lar with 
+} ft h] Raa 
the comilortabie iuxXU- 
ersity. Many 
rious as the 


. . . 
rious youth ol 


not hastily. 
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me, too, though I have desired to succeed 
in putting vividly and forcibly that which 
vividly and forcibly I felt and saw, stil 
the graces and splendors of composition 
were thoughts far less present to my mind 
lish 


poor men’s hardships, and your unthink- 


than Irish poor men’s miseries, E1 


- 
ing indifference. Shocking enough the 
first and the second, almost more shock- 
ing the third.” 

It was about this time that the most 
widely known of his works, “ The Bothie 
of Toper-na-Fuosich, a Long- Vacation 
Pastoral,” was written. It was published 
in 1848, and though it at once secured a 
circle of warm admirers, and the edition 
suredly 


deserving of a far higher popularity than 





was very soon exhausted, it “ is < 
it has ever attained.” The poem was re- 
printed in America, at Cambridge, in 
1849, and it may be safely asserted that 
its merit was more deeply felt and more 
generously acknowledged by American 
than by English readers. The fact that 
its essential form and local coloring were 
purely and genuinely English, and thus 


gratified the curiosity felt in this country 





concerni 





ng the social habits and ways of 
life in the mother-land, while on the oth- 
er hand its spirit was in sympathy with 


the most liberal and progressive thought 












of the age, may sufficiently account for 
i the lov of 
poet it, apart from 
these characteristi s fresh descrip- 
tions of Nature, its hea ness of 





tone, its scholarly construction, its lively 


humor, its large thought quickened and 
ig imagination 


deepened by the penetrati1 
of the poet. 

«“ Any one who has read it will acknowl- 
edge that a tutorship at Oriel was not t 
place for the author. 





The intense love 
of freedom, fhe deep and hearty s 
thy with the foremost thought of the time 


. 1. gee tien ; 
the humorous dealing with old formulas 





and conventionalisms grown meaningless, 
which breathe in every line of the ‘ Bo- 
thie,’ show this clearly enough. He 


ll in after-life, with much enj 


ment, how the dons of the University, who, 


would t oy- 


hearing that he had something in the press, 
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and knowing that his theological views 


were not wholly sound, were looking for 





a publication on the Articles, were 
tounded by the appearance of that fresh 
Oxford (at least 
the Oriel common room) and he 
becoming more estranged daily. 


and frolicsome poem. 
were 
How 
keenly he felt the estrangement, not from 
Oxford, but from old friends, about this 
time, can be read only in his own words.” 
It is in such poems as the “ Qua Cursum 
Ventus,” or the sonnet beginning, “ Well, 
well, — Heaven bless you all from day to 


These, with 


day!” that it is to be read 
a few other fugitive pieces, were printed, 
- } 


in company with verses by a friend, as 





one 





part of a smal 1e entitled, 


“ Ambarvalia,” which never attained any 
general circul: 


1tion, aithou containing 





some poems which will take their place 
among the best of En 


generation. 
“Qua Curs Vent 
“ As ships, becalmed at eve, that lay 
With canvas 
Two towers of sail at 
a eer 


Are scarce iong lea apart ad 


drooy , Side by ide 


“ When fell the night, upsprung the br 





And all the darkling irs they plied, 
Nor dreamt but each the self-sam 

By each was cleavin le by sid 
“FE’en so—— But why the tal veal 

Of those whom, year by year unchanged, 
Brief absence ned a t l 

A 1 ] } 
“ At dead of night tl 1 filled 

And onward each r ng steered 
Ah, neither blan her willed, 

Or wist, wha appeared 


“To veer, how vain! On, onward strain, 
Brave barks! In light, in darkness t 


Through winds and tides one cor 


“But, O blithe breeze! 








Though ne’er, tha t parting ps 
On your w t vi igain, 
Together hem home at last! 





“One port, methought, alike they soug 
One purpose hold wh r they fare: 

O bounding breeze! O 
At last, at last, unite them ther 
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drew him w 


stru 


in P: 


in Rome 





ed the 


arc 
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exhil 





acter 
tive 


1 
the ima 
ing in 
uttere d 
tinct! ol 
tellect 
followir 
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‘ 
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Al 1 
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risis 








ope, and Clough’s sympathies 


th great earnestness into the 





ch were going on. He was 
y after the barricades, and 
ring the siere, where he vain- 
I p< Salli and other lead- 


itriots.” A part of his expe- 





his tl hts while at Rome 
n with the story in his 
\ e,” a poem which 
lary measure the 
‘ his powers, and 
: re ; 
pathy with the in- 
ie time. It was 
lin “ Atlantic Monthly” 
| ablished in 
i . 
l capabie Ol ap- 
| d excellence. 
' 
rougnly Char- 
i the specula- 
i mind is r e- 
f the letters of 
| 
Had been writ- 
nid not } 
A A yt 
n 1 e dis- 
1c to bh in- 
l ht 
t to 
I rn 
. . 
— iil { 
I 
( 2 ireer and 
that , ‘ " 
cou ) 
1 ' t ) 
‘ il i = ¢ in 
depths uncon u 
} ‘ ’ na 
oe ana 
, we have ou 
mit ft l and 





“To keep on doing right,—not to 


“ speculate only, but to act, not to think 


only, but to live,” — was, it has been said, 


characteristic of the leading men at Ox- 
ford during this period. “It was not so 
much a part of their teaching as a doc- 
trine woven into their being.” And 
while they thus exercised a moral not 
less than an intellectual influence over 
their contemporaries and their pupils, 
they themselves, according to their va- 
rious tempers and circumstances, were 
led on into new paths of in | uiry or of 
life. Some of them fell into the com- 
mon temptations of an English Univer- 
sity career, and lost the freshness of en- 
ergy and the honesty of conviction which 


first inspired them; others, holding their 





places in the established order of things, 


» by happy faculties of character 





also the vigor and simplicity of 
, . : — 1 : 
their @ariy purposes ; while others avcain, 


aniong whom was Clough, finding the re- 





iage and Literatu 








place, which was not in all r spe 

ed to him, until 1852. After resigning it, 
he took various projects into considera- 
tion, and at leneth determined to come 


» America with the intention of settling 
prove favor- 
able. In November, 185: i 


Boston. He at once established himself 


ll ik 





at ( ambri lve, proposing to vive it struc- 
tion to young men preparing for college 
or to take on in more advanced studie 
those who had completed the collegiate 
course. He speedily won the fric ndship 
of those whose fri ndship was best worth 
having in Boston and its mm i¢ghborhood 


l. 
His thorough scholarship, the result of 


] 
the best English training, and his intrin- 


ht 


l 
and prized by the most cultivated and 





sic qualities caused his society to be sou 
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He had nothing of in- 


sular narrowness, and none of the he- 


thoughtful men. 


litary prejudices which too often inter- 
fere with the capacity of English travel- 
lers or residents among us to sympathize 
with and justly understand habits of life 
and of thought so different from those to 
ich they have been accustomed. His 
‘al sentiments and his ind pendence 

f thought harmonized with the new so- 
cial conditions in which he found himself, 
and with the essential spirit of American 
life. The intellectual freedom and ani- 
mation of this country were congenial to 
lis disposition. 
ok a large share in the 


From the beginning he 

interests of his 
He contributed several re- 

ticles to the pag 

and of * Put- 

and he undertook a 


scanty lei- 


orth American Revi w” 
Magazine,” 


k which was to occ upy his 


for several years, the revision of the 
Dryden’s Translation of 


illed . Plu- 
h’s Lives. Although the work was 
lertaken simply as a revision, it turned 
to involve little less labor than a com- 
new translation, and it was so ac- 
iplished that henceforth it must remain 
tandard version of this most popular 
» ancient authors. 
sut all that made the presence of 
an a great gain to his new {frien 
ibsence felt by his old on 
ss. In July, 1853, he 1 
uncement that a plac 
im by their ¢ 
ucation Department of the Privy C 
so strenuou 
ind, that, alth 


rive up the prospect of a final s« 


ment in America, he felt that it vy 


is 
best to go home for atime. Some months 
fter his return he was married to the 
randdaughter of the late Mr. William 
ith, M. P. for Norwich. He establish- 
ed himself in a house in London, and 
ettled down to the hard routine-work of 


his office. In a private letter written not 


after his return, he said,- 
ask al 


whom you 


* to tell about me. on con- 
“1 


unWlil- 


enough, but feel 
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ing to be re-Eng ‘once attain- 
ing that higher develop- 
However, il faut UN ‘e, I 
ir I am embarked 
in the foundering ship. hope to Heav- 
en you ‘ll get rid of sla and then I 


ment. 
presume, — though I fe 


should n’t fear but you 1 really ‘go 


ahead’ in the long run. rus and our 
inveterate feudalism, it 

In another | 
vrote, —“I like 
for the comp Wi 
return. Certainl; 
right than I was 
the position of 
Such is my fi 
it will wear « 
so you must 1 
sions.” 

Again, : 
truly hope 
furtl 
means fi 
intolerable 
our system | 
is clear to me 
go upon is t 


I si 


“ Ambrose Phili 


lic, who set up the new t rnard Mon- 


astery at ( has taken 


to spirit-rappi1 e avers, inter alia, 


that a Buddhist spi 


| in misery held com- 


munication with him through the table, 
and entreated his confessor, Father Lor- 


rw him. Pray 


convey this to T—— for his warning. 


raine, to say three masses fi 


moreover, it remains uncerta 


Father Lorraine did savy 
that perhaps T 
is still in the 


ist 


] wron 








1862. ] 


Arthur Hugh Clough. 


467 
Some ti 


after his return, he wrote,— — occupied with nothin 
ay say I am only just begi merce and the money 


g else but com- 
begin- -market. I do not 
irits after returning think any one is thinking audibl ; 
and humane thing el ar ith more 
unbelieving, invet- pleasure than anythi have 


ions, 


ly 





nis Wo! was 


dered to Miss Nightin 
of his wife. He 
‘many hours, both before 


0th 


ynal duties were over 
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having acted, during a period of relief 
from his regular employment, as Secre- 
tary to a Military Commission appointed 
by Government shortly after the Crimean 
War to examine and report upon the 
military systems of some of the chief Con- 
tinental nations. But at length his health 
gave way under the strain of continuous 
overwork. He had for a long time been 
delicate, and early in 1861 he was obliged 
to give up work, and was ordered to 
travel abroad. He went to Greece and 
Constantinople, and enjoyed greatly the 
of of 


which he was so well fitted to appreciate. 


charms scenery and association 
But the release from work had come too 
He returned to England in July, 
In a let- 


that time he spoke of Lord 


late. 
his health but little improved. 


at 


at 


ter written 
Campbell’s death, which had just occur- 
“Lord Campbell’s death is rather 
tic death of the English 
In the Cabinet, on the 


Bench, and at a dinner-party, busy, ani- 


. 
red. 
the characteri 


political man. 


effort to-day, and in 
the early morning a vessel has burst. It 
But of 


king con- 


mated, and full of 


is a wonder they last so long.” 
lf he 


trast, —“ My nervous energy is pretty 


hims says, in words of stri 


nearly spent for to-day, so 1 must come 
I have leave till November, 


and by that time I hope I shall be 


to a stop. 
strong 
again for another good spell of work.” 
= > i 


After 
h 


ne we 


a happy three weeks in England, 
nt abroad again, and spent some 
time with his friends the Tennysons in 
Auvergne and among the Pyrenees. In 
September he was joined by his wife in 
Paris, and thence went with her through 
Switzerland to Italy. He had scarcely 
reached Florence before he became alarm- 
ingly ill with symptoms of a low malaria 
His exhausted constitution never 
rallied against its attack. He sank grad- 
ually away, and died on the 13th of No- 


fever. 


vember. “I have leave till November, 
and by that time I hope I shall } 


again for another good spell of 


i strong 
work.” 
That hope is accomplished ; 
“ For sur 

For love, : 


He was buried in the little Protestant 


in the wide heaven there is room 


, and for helpful deeds.”’ 


Arthur Hugh Clough. 
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cemetery at Florence, a fit resting-place 
for a poet, the Protestant Santa Croce, 
where the tall cypresses rise over the 
graves, and the beautiful hills keep guard 
around. 

“ Every one who knew Clough even 
slightly,” says one of his oldest friends, 
“received the strongest impression of 
the unusual breadth and massiveness of 
his mind. Singularly simple and genial, 
he was unfortunately cast upon a self- 
questioning age, which led him to wor- 
ry himself with constantly testing the 
He 


delineated in four lines the impression 


veracity of his own emotions. has 
which his habitual reluctance to converse 
on the deeper themes of life made upon 
vere attracted 


those of his friends who 


by his frank simplicity. In one of his 
shorter poems he writes, — 
*I said, My heart i 
He who wou 
Must needs keey 
The 


all too soft: 


tonic of a wh 

That expresses the man in a very re- 
He 
proud simplicity about him singularly at- 
l oft 


markable manner. had a kind of 


tractive, a en singularly disay point- 


ing to those who longed to know him well. 
He had a fear, which many would think 
morbid, of leaning much on the approba- 
] 


tion of the world. And there is one re- 


markable in his poems in which 


he 


passage 
the 


intimates that men who live on 


opinion of others might even be ben- 


which would rob them 


“ So eager was his craving for reality 
id his dis- 


fect sincerity, so morbi« 


and pe 


like even for the unreal conventional 


ulte 


forms of life, that a mind q uni 


in simplicity and truthfulness represent 


itself in his poems as 


ill my 


, In 


1 on truth.’ 


to 


tore, 


“ Indeed, he wanted reach some 
7 


ruaranty for simplicity deey 


o er than sim- 
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plicity itself. We remember his princi- 
pal criticism on America, after returning 
from his residence in Massachusetts, was, 
that the 
simpler than the English, and that this 


New-Englanders were much 
was the great charm of New-England 
society. His own habits were of the same 
kind, sometimes almost austere in their 
simplicity. Luxury he disliked, and some- 


times his friends thought him even ascetic. 

“ This almost morbid craving for a firm 
base on the absolute realities of life was 
very wearing in a mind so self-conscious 
as Clouch’s, and tended to paraly ze the 
expression of a cert uinly great genius. 
He heads some of his poems with a line 
from Wordsworth’s great ode, which de- 
picts perfectly the expression often writ- 
ten in the deep furrows which sometimes 


crossed and crowds ] his massive fore- 


head — 


‘Blank mi 


“ Nor 


a i: } 
realize tl 


great powers ever 
to his contemporaries 
by any outwar t ill commensurate 
with the p ypression which they 
produced ir fe. But if hi 
ers did n ] 


acter that 


SHALL 


ts upon the 


ilization,” 
Not to 

hereunto the mem- 

ot to the contrary ag 

r R 


as . 
Wars of 


orand- 


the Roses, 


hard our 


happy occasion of 


} 
King Charles of mer- 


the Rest 


ry and 


Since he 
loms on sufferance 
} 


jame. 


ympromise etween 


could 


hardly 


What shall We do with Them? 


WE 
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all who knew him. He never looked, 
even in time of severe trial, to his own 


He 


flinched from the worldly loss which his 


interest or advancement. never 
deepest convictions brought on him. Even 
when clouds were thick over his own 
head, and the ground beneath his feet 
seemed crumbling away, he could still 
bear witness to an eternal light behind 
the cloud, and tell others that there is 
solid ground to be reached in the end by 
the weary feet of all who will wait to be 
strong. Let him speak his own fare- 


well: — 


DO WITH THEM? 

tion. What the returning Royalists coul 
they did. ; 

to hang Genera 


well as ungrateful, 


in presence ot : ’ 

had followed the “ Son of the Man” 
Worcester Fight in hot pursuit, ar 
thick 

Sut to dig 


from 
1 had 
hunted him from 
Boscobel Wood. 


Cromwell and Ireton, to st 


up the dead 


upon the gallows, to mark out John 
ton, old and blind, for poverty and 
And 


accordingly. 


tempt, was both safe and pleasant. 
civilization was g 


One little bit of comfort, however, was 
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permitted. Scotland had been the Vir- 
ginia of his day, and Charles had the sat- 
isfaction of hearing that the Whigs, who 
had betrayed and sold his father, and 
who had (a far worse offence) made him- 
self listen to three-hours’ sermons, were 
chased like wild beasts among the hills, 
after the defeat of Bothwell Brige. But 
what Charles could not do was permitted 
to his brother. After the rebellion of 
Monmouth was put down, the West of 
England was turned to mourning. From 
the princely bastard who sued in agony 
and vain humiliation, to the clown of Dev- 
on forced into the rebel ranks,—from the 
peer who plotted, to the venerable and 
Christian woman whose sole crime was 
sheltering the houseless and starving fu- 
gitive, there was given to the vanquished 
no mercy but the mercy of Jeffreys, no 


tenderness but the tenderness of Kirk. 


But the House of Stuart was not al- 
ways to represent the side of victory. 
Thirty years after the Rout of Sedge- 
moor, the son of James, whose name was 
clouded by rumor with the same stain of 
spuriousness as that of his unfortunate 


1 


cousin, was proclaimed by the Earl of 





he Jacobites were forced to drink 
to the dregs the cup of bitterness they 
7 e 7 

y administered to others. 

Over Temple Bar and London Bridge the 
1e defeated rebels bore witness 
to the guardianship of civilization as un- 


derstood in the eighteenth century. 





Another thirty years brings us to the 


landing of Moidart, the rising of the clans, 
the fall of Edinburgh and Carlisle, the 
“ Bull’s Run” at Prestonpans, and the 
panic of London. If we are anxious to 
guard our civilization according to Han- 
overian precedents, there is one name 
civen to the commander-in- 
ulloden which Congress should 


ld to the titles it is preparing against 





’3 successful advance. The 
“ Butcher Cumberland” not only hounded 
on his troops with the tempting price of 
thirty thousand pounds for the Pretender 
dead or alive, but eve ry adherent of the 


luckless Jefferson Davis of that day was 





e and wholesale confiscation 


in peril of 


do with Them? [ April, 


The House of Hanover not only broke 
the backbone of the Rebellion, but man- 
gled without mercy its remains. 

We come now, in another thirty years, 
to the next struggle of England with a 


portion of her people. It is impossible, 





as well as unfair, to say what might have 
been done with “Mr. Washington, the 
Virginia colonel,” and Mr. Franklin, the 
Philadelphia printer, had they not been 
able to determine their own destiny. We 
can only surmise, by referring to two well- 
known localities in New York, the “ Old 
Sugar-House” and the “Jersey Prison- 
Ship,” how paternally George III. was 
disposed then to resume his rights. And 
without disposition to press historic paral- 
lels, we cannot but compare Arnold and 
Tryon’s raid along the south shore of 
Connecticut with a certain sail recently 
made up the Tennessee River to the foot 
of the Muscle Shoals by the command of 


a modern Connecticut officer. 


But as we were spared the necessity 





of testing the royal clemency to the sub- 


y 
> 


mitted Provinces of North America, we 
had better pass on twenty years to the 
era of the Act of Union between Great 
Britain and Ireland. In this « ountry the 


Irishman need not “ fear to speak of ’98,7 





and in this country he 


memory of the whippings and pitch-caps 
. Py I 
of Major Beresford’s riding-house, and 


‘ ? ° } 
other pleasant souvenirs of the way in 
which, sixty years ago, loyalty dealt with 


rebellion. There is no inherent prone- 





ness to treason in the bernian nature, 
as Corcoran and the Sixty-Ninth car 
bear witness; nor is Pat so fond of a riot 
that he cannot with fair play be a — well, 
a cood citizen. Ye t at home he has been 


fuardian as 





so “ civilized” by his Brit 
to be in a chronic state of discontent and 
fretfulness. 

to our latest 


ndia. The 


We must, however, h 





precedent, — England 
Sepoy Rebellion had some features in 
common with our own. It was in 1uvUu- 


rated by premeditated military treachery. 


It seized upon a large quantity of Gov- 
ernment munitions of war. It only asked 


“to be let alone.” It found the Govern- 
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What shall We 


ment wl But it was the 


of a cor ered people. The reb- 


I 
as in complex- 


uprising 


els were 


circumstances, 


ion, much nearer akin to that portion of 


our Southern citizens which has not re- 


belled, and which has lost no opportunity 


of seeking our lines “ to take the oath of 
allegiance” or any other little favor which 


We do not defend 


could be found 





their atrocities, although a plea in mitiga- 
tion m oht t in, that these “ were wise- 
t rea e s} which British 
n had woven over the native 


and that they were part of 
led and desperate policy which 


, , 
ned to forever bar tl 


the way of re- 





construction. But toward the recaptur- 
ed rebels there was used a course for 
which the only precedent, so far as we 


know, was furnishe 1 by that hiehly civil- 


ized oual in, the Di y' f Alo These 


iers 
icrs. 


son Ss ¢ war were in cr 


pri l blood tied 
to the muzzles of cannon and blown in- 


to fragments. The illust ited papers of 
that m Ch 1 land which is over- 
come with the barbarity of sinking old 


hull . hie] . 
HUIKS Ih a Channel through which pri- 








vateers were wont to es our block- 
ade tur « V eng! vings ** Dy 
our own ‘ scel 
plunder and dev n of the 
of the rev l. The rebellion was 
put down, and put down, we may say, 
without 1 ry tend » any 
woma hy or the x els. 

We have iblished wl] at we De- 
ieve is ca l by tl ogians a catena of 


the 


days 
own time. 
Ite vers ¢ it tl wh le period of Ne w- 


we next 





propose 
i 


I 








iestion, ho ir it may be 
desir » be bound by such indispu- 
tabl } 

I + ¢ ; y } , t} 

3 jate ») reopen the question, 
and t t issue between sovereign 
and 1 » less with respect to ancient 

— 

nd i ind more accord- 
ing to il principle? We answer, 
No. | that enables us to 
mast 1 will give us original 
nd I i ver 


do with Them? 

But one principle asserts itself out of 
the uniform course of history. The res- 
toration of the lawful authority over reb- 
els does not restore them to their old s/a- 
tus. They are at the pleasure of the con- 
quering power. Rights of citizenship, hav- 
ing been abjured, do not return with the 
same coercion which demands duties of 


citizenship. Thus, to illustrate on an in- 


dividual scale, every wrong-doer is ipsv 


He forfeits, according to 


facto a rebel. 
due course of law, a measure of 


leges, 


spons 
i 


his privi- 
| 


while constrained to the same re- 





ity of obedience. His pri perty 
is not exempt from taxes because he is 
in prison, but his right of voting is gone; 
he cannot bear arms, but he must ke« p 
the peace, he must labor compulsorily, 
and attend such worship as the State pro- 
vides. In short, he becomes a ward of 
the State, while not ceasing to be a mem- 
} } 


lis inalienable rights to lile, liber- 





pursuit of happiness were 





alienable only so long as he remained 
obedi nt and true to the sover« on N Ww 
this is equally true on the larg ile as 
on the small. Th only diffi ulty ; to 


ar ly tf 
app!y IL & 
tates. 


It may not be expedient to try South 


Carolina collectively, but we contend 
that the application of the principle gives 
us the right. Corporate bodies have again 
ae asiliga rics : 
and again been punished by suspension 


us 1 
? The South may 


the trouble of deciding for the | 


The sim] le question for 


oo F + ? 
it best to do 


part of the many questions that o 
. ; 


\ the 


lown 





may pul 
~ I 





ment, and take 1. We 

cannot compel to hold 

elections and resumé in t] 
nt. It t then 





force 


ni can collect taxes or exact forfeit- 


SiSsip} 


ures along its banks. If Charleston is 


len, the National Government, having 





restored its flag to Moultrie and Sumter 





. . 1 
can tak its own time in the n er ol 
clearing out the channel and r ling 
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secluded nei 


a Government post- 


Ifa 


hood dk es not receive 


hbor- 


the light-houses. 


ter, but is disposed to welcome him 
a feathery bed, it 
The rebel 


we can compel to return to his duties ; if 





with tarry hands to 





can be left without the mails. 


necessary, we can leave him to get back 
his rights as he best may. 
But 
great political discovery. The American 
Union is founded on a fact unknown to 
the Old World. That fact is the 
tio of the prosperity of the parts 
: ] 


we are the representatives of a 


direct 


1 
to the 





prosperity of the whole. It is the prin- 
ciple upon which in every community 
our lift built. We cannot, therefore, 


afford to have any part of the land lan- 
cuishing and suffering. We are fighting, 
not for conquest, for we mean to abjure 
our power the moment we safely can, — 


not for vengeance, for those with whom 


We are com- 


pelled by a necessity, partly geographical 


we ficht are our brethren. 


and partly social, into restoring a Union 


politically which never for a day has ac- 
tually ceased. 

Let us advert to one fact very patent 
and significant. We have heard of near- 
ly all our successes through Rebel sources. 
Even where it made against them, they 
could not help telling us (we do not say 


the truth, for thé 


ut is rather strong, but) 
the news. Never did two nations at war 


know one-tenth part as much of each 





other’s affairs. Like husband and wife, 
the two parts of the country cannot keep 
secrets from one another, let them try 
And the end of all will 


be that we shall know and respect one 


ever so hard. 


another a great deal better for our sharp 
encounter. 

But this necessity of union demands of 
the Government, imperatively demands, 
that it take whatever step is necessary to 
its own preservation. It is as with a ship 
at sea,— all must pull together, or some- 
body must go overboard. There can be 
no such order of things as an agreed state 
of mutiny,—forecastle seceding from cab- 
in, and steerage independent of both. 


Not only is rebellion to be put down, 


therefore, but to be ke pt from coming up 


do with Them? [ April, 


again. It is obvious to every one, not 
thoroughly blinded by party, how it did 
come up. The Gulf States were coaxed 
out, the Border States were bullied or 
A few k 
had made the science 


conjured out. ading men, who 


of political manage- 


ment their own, got the control of the 
popular mind. One great secret of their 
success was their constant issumpuon that 
what was to be done had been done al- 


It is the ver 


ready. the veteran 
seducer, who ever persuades his victim 
that return is impossible, in order that 
he may actually make it so. North Car- 
olina, as one expressively said, “found 
herself out of tl I 1 she har lly knew 
how.” Virginia was dragged out. Ten- 
nessee was { lout. Missouri was de- 


clared out. 


Kentu ky was all but 
Maryland hung in the crisis of life < 





death under the guns of Fo 
In South Carolina alone can it be said 
fair expression of the 


that any 


popular 
PO} 


The Re- 





will was on the Secession sid 


+} worl . ve : ] 


bellion was 


the work of a governing class 
all whose ideas and h were the ag- 
erandizement of their own order. Ter- 


rorism opened the way, reckless lying 


made the game sure. If any one is in- 
clined to doubt this, let him look at the 
sway which Robespierre and his few asso- 


ciates exercised in Paris. Some seventy 


executions delivered that creat city from 


hs. A dozen 


arms and with- 


its nightmare agony of mont 


resolute, united men, wi 





out scruples, could seize almost any New- 


England village for a time, provided they 
knew just what they wanted to do. De- 
cision and en¢ ] 


most all doors not fortified by Hobbs’s 


I atent locks. A party « f tipsy Ameri- 
cans one night stort i Parisian guard- 
house, disarmed the sentry, and sent the 
cuard flying in dk perat fear, thinking 
that a general « ule was in progress. 


Now one issue of the Rebellion 
put down, not only this 

but also the syste ' 
We have no such class at the North. 
can have no 


lision of interests, 


the thousand-an 








counterche: 


a vessel of waté 


level of an « 


in their lodge 


are opponents 


Two partn 
most bitte 
the most 
A. and 
men wl 
South 
not so. 
any oth 
are m 


t} 
ul 


of rat 
their 

} 
Class 
ous of 


plined 


What shall We 


checks and 
1e particles in 


tend toward the 


Two men meet 


-Fellows, but they 


1-meeting day.” 
one the 

the other 

Dr. 


ASS 
tent than 
all. All 
— 
on which 
It. Itisa 


l and vi- 


do with Them? 
that right tow 
certainly 1 ict of Congress, 
if we choose, tl vill not waive it ex- 
cept up ch shall secure 
it from any further t le. It seems to 
And we will 

lp to show 


} 


oln has 


most danger- . 


it was disci- 
ight and day. 
llion will to a 

But since it 
h or culture, 
ood and circum- 


mist 1s so fierce as 


r,) it cannot 
ity in the Wars 
by operation of 
s of Mexico and 


itself whenever 


That gives it life. 


ument must for 
to the root of the 
see that there 
There 


“oprietors 


t the right 


high-trea- 
ee the 


mani- 


rel 
feit. 

It is nex 
ditions are to 
answered in 
have but one 
foregone con 
reaching it 
A cotton-load 
It would have 
ter enough t 
captain said, * 
the bales to 


} 
every seam anu 
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1 


with the ship now carrying King Cotton: 


you may indeed quench the fire, but you 


may possil ly turn 


to the bar 


the ship inside out in- 


ain. 





But something we have a right to in- 
sist on. We have it, over and above the 
Constitutional right shown just now, up- 
Sla- 
Just 
ta bone-boiling 


on the broad principle 
itself 


of necessity. 


very has proved a nuisance. 


owner 


as we say to the 
poison the air; we 
yu 


establishment, “ You 
] } 


eannot live here; must go farther 


off,”’— and if a fever break out which can 


be clearly traced to that source, we say it 
emphatically : sonow Slavery having prov- 
ed itself pestilential, we say, “ March! 


AGNES OF 





3A S REST. 

AGNES entered the city of Rome in a 
trance of enthusiastic emotion, almost such 
as one might imag in a soul entering 
the heavy nly Jerusalem bove. To her 
exalted ideas vas approaching not 
only the ground |} ywed by the blood 
of aposties and ma rs, not m«¢ rely the 
tombs of the faitht it the visible “ gen- 


first- 
Here 


l representative of 


eral assembly and church 
born which are written in heaven.” 


reigned the ap] 


Jesus,—and she imagined a benignant 
image of a prince clothed with honor and 
splendor, who wa t the righter of all 
wrongs, the redresser of all injuries, the 


t 
friend and succorer of the poor and needy ; 


and she was firm in a secret purpose to 
vo to this great and benignant father, and 


on her knees entreat him to forgive the 


sins of he , and remove the ex- 


communication that threatened at every 


moment his eternal salvation. For she 


led — a sudden acci- 


trem! 





dent, a tl of a dagger, a fall from 








his horse might pu 


him forever beyond 





Sorrento. 


[J 


iten Island, 


pril, 


We are not disposed, a la St 
' 


to burn down our yellow-feverish neigh- 


bor’s house. We will give everybody 
ar 


time to pack up. We will make up a 


little purse for any specially hard case 
which the removal m ry show. B 


and be pl ig 


it stay 


-strl nh we Will no iongver; 


nor are we disposed to spend our whole 
tre, and 
And cer- 


to pay cround- 
oor 


. —-' . 1 1 
income in burning sulphur, saitpe 


cuion. 


charcoal to keep out inf 


tainly, w 


rent, or other illegality, the owner of our 
nuisance has ! his right to stay, no 
mortal can blame us for taking the strict- 
est and n decisiv eps known to the 


law to remove him 


SORRENTO. 





If any should \ ler that a Cl 


tian soul could pri within itself an 
image so ignorantly fair, in such an age, 


when the world s and « iption in 
the P: 








' \ lk va . 
sand incidental 1 tations. and were 
alluded to in all t! lations of simple 
common people, who ked at facts with 
a mere ¥ to tl 1 ice of their daily 
conduct, it is nm vy to remember the 
nature of Ag ‘ wus training, and 
the absolute rer iation of all individual 
reasoning which f 1 infancy had been 
laid down before her s the first and in- 
dispensable prerec of spiritual prog- 
ress. To believe,—to believe utterly and 
blindly, — not only without evic e. but 
against evidence,—to reject the tes my 
even of her senses, when set against the 


simple affirmation of her superiors, 


1 . 17) } } 


been the begi middle, and end 


her religious 


assailed ] el min ] on a 1} P i 
been taucht to? tire within herself and re- 
peat a praye! his W ] mental 


¢ } t of ¢ 


eye had formed the habit of closing to any- 











shake her faith as quick- 
ly as the physical eye closes at a threat- 
ened blow. Then, as she was of a poetic 
and ideal nature, entirely differing from 
the mass of those with whom she associ- 
ated, she had formed that habit of abstrac- 
tion and mental reverie which prevented 
her hearing or perceiving the true sense 


of a great deal that went on around her. 





‘he conversations that commonly were 
i presence had for her so 
varcely heard them. 
she moved was a 
. } 


1.— wherein, to be sure, the 


forms of every-day life appeared, but ap- 


-ared as different from what they were 











in reality as the old mouldering daylight 
view of R is from the warm translu- 
cent glory s evening transfiguration. 
So in quiet, s t she nursed 
this be hops ling in Rome 
ea ; ve of her Saviour’s home 
above, of finding in the head of the 
Cl ch i ve ol her Redeem« r, 
—the f 1 to whor poorest and 
tn out souls with as 

ire i 1 as the hiehest and noblest. 

p il « s who had formed 





in her early days had 


been persons in the s 


ume 


mann¢ 


Mother Th« 1 had 











neve I seen the real- 
ities of life, and suy 
eart! to that 
human ng cou 
energeuc, | se 
da, 1 t iY 
she sot f things as a troop- 
r’s W S seen them, were re- 
pressed l 1 down, as the 
fect laimed w 
t t | ywed to awaken her 
from tl veetness of so blissful ; 
when Lorenzo S 
came Ia I icesco, he strove 
earnest ] his gift of individ- 
ul 1 he same gra with his 
I uly 1 ind we ldly expel nce 
As to all pired in the real world, 





> OL linper- 
i 


cues of popes 


and ca Is, e well known to hi 


um, 





Agni $s of 
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lream ; and 


by some metaphysical process of imagi- 


sank away as a forbidden « 


1ative devotion he enthroned God in the 
place of the dominant powers, and taught 
all that 


them in uninquiring submission, 


himself to receive came from 





pro- 
ceeding from unerring wisdom. Though 


he had begun his spiritual life under the 





impulse of Savonarola, y ) perfect had 
been his isolation from all s of what 
transpired in the ext ul W 1 that the 


ween that 


Papal 


conflict which was going on 


distinguished man and the hier- 














ar¢ hy never reached his ear. He sought 
and aimed as much as ] ible to make 
his soul like tne so l I icad, Wich 
adores and worships in ideal space, and 
forgets forever the scenes and relations 
of earth; and he had so long contemplat- 
ed Rome under the celestial aspects of 

faith, that, though th < of his 

confession tl ( it pall ful, 
still it was insufficient to is faith 
It had been God’s will, he thought, that 
where he looked for aid he sh 1 meet 
only confusion, and he bo to the in- 
serutabl and _ blindly red the 
mysterious revelation. | ch could be 


the submission a1 











strong 
and experienced man, w 1 wonder 
at the enthusiastic illusions of an innocent, 
trustful child ? 

Agnes and her grandmother entered 
the city of Rome just is tl tw ht had 
faded into night; and t 1 Aones, full 
of faith and enthusiasm, w longing to 
begin immediate ly the « itie vision of 
shrines and holy places, old Elsie com- 
manded her not to think nything fur- 
ther that night. They p! eeded, there- 
fore, with several othe! p ims who h ud 
entered the city, to a cl irch spe lly set 
apart for their reception, « 
which were large doriit la relig- 
ious o1 ler whose I } W to re eive 
and wait upon them, 1 to see that all 
their wants were supplied. ‘J vious 
foundation is one of t ( tin Rome; 

tC is esteemed a \ c Ol ecial 
merit and sanctity a izens 
to associate themselves nporarily in 


se labors in H sly VW 
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ces and princesses come, humble and low- 
ly, mingling with those of common degree, 
and all, calling each other brother and sis- 
ter, vie in kind attentions to these guests 
of the Church. 
When 
] + 


eral of these volunteer assistants were in 


Agnes and Elsie arrived, sev- 


waiting. Agnes was remarked among all 


the rest of the company for her peculiar 
eauty and the rapt enthusiastic expres- 
sion of her { 

Almost immediately on their entrance 


into the reception-hall connected with 
the church, they seemed to attract the 


attention of a tall lady dressed in deep 


mourning, ompanied by a female 


servant, w hom she was conversing 
on those "intimacy which showed 


confidenti tions between the two. 


“See!” she said, “my Mona, what a 
avenly face is there! —that sweet child 
has certainly the light of grace shining 
through her. My heart warms to her.” 
“Indeed,” said the 


across, “and well 


old servant, looki 
come so far! But, Holy Virgin, how my 
Iiow strange !— that child 

My Lady, per- 


ik of some one whom she 


head swims ! 
reminds me of some one. 
haps, may this 


} *1 ” 


LOOKS like 


“ Mona, you say true. I have the same 
hat I 


who or where 


strange impression t have seen a 


face like hers I can- 
“What w 
it was 
soul !” 
“ Mona, it is so,—yes,” added the lady, 


looking more intent! y,—“ how singular !~— 


uld my Lady say, if I said 


our dear Prince ?— God rest his 


the very traits of our house in a peasant- 
She is of Sorrento, I judge, by her 
That 
woman i er mother, perhaps. I 


girl ! 
} 

costume,— what 

old 


must choose her for my care,—and, Mo- 


tty one it is! 


na, you shall wait on her mother.” 
; " 


OO SAVING, the rim 


the hall, and, bendin 
took her har id kissed her, saying, — 


“ Wel 


house of « 


ss Paulina crossed 


ittle sister, to the 


Agnes looked up with strange, wonder- 


ing eyes into the face that was bent to 


Agnes of Sorrento. 


[ April, 
hers. It was sallow and sunken, with 
deep lines of ill-health and sorrow, but 
the features were noble, and must once 
have been beautiful; the whole action, 
voice, and manner were dignified and im- 
pressive. Instinctively she felt that the 
lady was of superior birth and breeding 
to any with whom she had been in the 
habit of associating. 

* Come with me,” said 
this — your mother” 

“ She is my grandmother,’ 

“ Well, then, your gran 
child, shall be attende 
Mona here.” 

The Princess Paulin 
of Agnes through her 
her hand aff ctionatel) 
and smiled tenderly on 

“ Are you very tir 

“ Oh, no! no!” sa 
happy, so blessed to 

“ You have trav 


“ Yes, from Sorrento ; 


long way ?’ 
but 1 am used to 
] 


long,— 


walking,— I did not feel it to be 
my heart kept me up,—I wanted to come 
home so much.” 

“ Home ?” said tl 

“ Yes, to my 
of our dear F; 

The 


credulously down fi 


soul’s hon 
ither the 


Princess star 


noticing the confiding, wl 
of the child, she sig 

* Come 
let me attend a little to 


} 
» abov 


with me 


” How FOC d you are, 
Agnes. 

“T am not good, n 
your unworthy sister 
the lady spoke, she opened 
a room where were a number of other 
I iale pil rrims mo ated arou 

by a person wh« 
» seemed to be. 
At the feet of 


] 
i 


antl ] , 
each Was a vessel wa- 


1) 1 
were ali lull, a 
red, and 


Each lady pres- 


ter, and when the seats 


cardinal in robes of office ent 
began reading prayers. 
ent, kneeling at the feet of ] 
pilgrim, divested them carefu 


worn and travel-soiled shoes and sto 








Agnes of Sorrento. 


cess, much perplexed, “you do not un- 


derstand things. What you speak of is 


impossible. The P¢ pe is a great king.” 


I know he is,” said Agnes,—“ and so 
going on, is our Lord Jesus, — but every soul may 


how come to him.” 


h ive wash | 


wash one 


ts that 
t-wheels 


cone 


ming up 


Cardinal Capello,” 


l 


shadowy piles, —the tombs of 

spoken with of other days. All mouldering and lone- 
ly, shaggy and fringed with bushes and 
streaming wil 


d vines through which the 
im when and how _ night-wind sighed and rustled, th igh 
h our dear Father seem to be pervaded by the restk 


is somewhat on my _ its of the dead; and as the lady passed 
| him.” , she shivered, and, crossi: 


ted an inward prayer agains 
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Agnes of 


dering demons that walk in desolate 
places. 

Timid and solitary, the high-born lady 
shrank and cowered within herself with a 
A child- 


less widow in delicate health, whose pa- 


distressing feeling of loneliness. 


ternal family had been for the most part 
cruelly robbed, exiled, or destroyed by 
the reigning Pope and his family, she 
felt her own situation a most unprotect- 
ed and precarious one, since the least 
jealousy or misunderstanding might bring 
upon her, too, the ill-will of the Borgias, 


th had proved so fatal to the rest 








No comfort in life remain- 


rac 


but her religion, to whose I 
clung as to her all; 
life was embittered by facts to 
which, with the the 
1 Her 


she co il A 
own family had been too near the seat of 


tice she 


in this her 


but even 


best disposition in 
? 


world, not shut her eyes. 
power not to see all the base intrigues by 
which that sacred and solemn position of 
Head of the Chr 
traded for 


The pride, the 


istian Church had been 
as a marketable commodity. 
indecency, the cruelty of 
those who now reigned in the name of 
Christ came over her mind in contrast 
with the picture painted by the artless, 


trusting faith of the peasant-girl with 
had Her mind 


been too thoroughly drilled in the 


whom she 
had 
non-reflective practice of her faith to dare 
to 


just parted. 





put forth any act of reasoning upon 


facts so visible and so tremendous, — she 
rather trembled at herself for seeing what 
she saw and for knowing what she knew, 
and feared somehow that this very knowl- 
edge might endanger her salvation; and 
80 she rode homeward cowe ring and 
praying like a frightened child. 

“ Does my Lady feel ill?” 


servant, anxiously. 


; ] 
said the old 


No, Mona, no,—not in body.” 


nind 


“ And what is on my Lady’s 
now ?” 

“ Oh, Mona, it is only what is always 
, and 
how can I go to see the murderers and 
house holy p 
Oh, Mona, what can Christians do, when 


there. ‘To-morrow is Palm Sunday 


robbers of our in laces ? 


h men handle holy things? It wasa 


Sorrento. [ April, 
comfort to wash the feet of those poor 
simple pilgrims, who tread in the steps 
of the saints of old; but how I felt when 
that poor child spoke of wanting to see 
the Pope |” 

“ Yes,” said Mona, “ it ’s like sending 
the lamb to get spiritual counsel of the 
wolf.” 

“See what sweet belief the poor in- 
fant has! Should not the head of the 
Christian Church be such 


Ah, in the old days, when the Church 


as she thinks ? 
here in Rome was poor and persecuted, 
there were popes who were loving fa- 
thers and not haughty princes.” 

“ My 
“pray, consider, the 
We a 


be turned out, neck and heels, to make 


dear Lady,” said the servant, 


very have 


stones 


ears. n’t know what day we ma} 





room for some of their 


“ Well, Mona,” 


some spirit, “ I 


creatures.” 


said the lady, wit 


’m sure I have n’t said 
any more than you have.” 

“ Holy Mother! and so you have n’t 
but somehew things | more danger- 
them. — A 
pretty child that was, as you say; but 
that old thi 


thing, 
sharp piece. She 


0k 
ous when other people say 
her grandmother, is a 
is a Roman, and lived 
here in her early days. She say t] 


little one was born hereabouts; but she 





shuts up her n 
would vet more out of 
“ Mona, I shall not gO ¢ 


yut to-morrow ; 


but you go to the services, and find the 
girl and her grandmother, and bring them 


out tome. J want to counsel the child.” 


“You may be sure,” said Mona, “ that 
her grandmother knows the ins and outs 
for all she 


’ 


of Rome as well as any of us, 
has learned to screw up her lips so tight. 

“ At any rate, bring her to me, because 
she interests me.” 


“* Well, well, it s 


CHAPTER XXVIII. 


PALM Sl 


NDAY. 
THE her 


Rome, Agnes was 


morning after 


awakened from sle 





by a solemn dropping of bell-tone 


I g I woich 
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seemed to fill the whole air, intermin- 
ut intervals with long-drawn 
‘ ha She had 





erwe 


with her 
othed by that deep 
liet whicl 





comes over 
and weary toils, 

voal 1s at leneth reach- 
ud ¢ e to Rome, and been 
into the house- 


ind seen even those 


eor itating the simpli- 


| l iy servil Li the poor. 
1 the house of God 
n ind so the 
ts, mingling with her 
y noug el- 

( of 





per- 
She 











Elsie. “My 1 whe yet 


tramp, and [ 


with 


will do 


-" 
thing 





but we 1 v to all the holy 
places, up ar l 1 and hither and 
yon, to « hat goes on. I saw 


ernougn of if : 120 when I lived 


“Dear grandmother, if you 


1 y tr 


are tired, 
[ can go forth 
No harm can 
[ can join any 


of the pi I roing to the holy 





“T know 


more about Kiome than you do, and 

I te vou do not stir out 

a step ¥ I ) uu must go, I 

must vo ! e enough it ’s for 

my soul’s } ppose it is,” she 
] 


«“ How vas that we were 
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welcomed so last nicht!” said Aenes, — 
“that dear lady was so kind to me!” 

be!” 
But 
f the 
don’t do it 


ause they 


“ Ay, ay, and well she might 
said Elsie, nodding her he 


ad. - 
there ’s no truth in the 
] T 


chia, I 


kindness « 
nobles to us, hey 
because they love us, but bi 








expect to buy heaven by washing our 

feet and ing us what little they can 

clip and snip off fro ir abunda . 
, : : : 

* Oh, crandmoth l Ao , “ how 
can you say so? Certainly, y 
ever spoke and looked lovingly, it was 
that dear lady.” 

S : , sii 

“ Yes, and she rolls away in her car- 
riage, well content, ; le you ¥ } 
a pair of new shoes and st os u 

} } 
as worthy Of a Car fe and ¢ pa 
she.” 
7 , ae 
iu Allil - ishe si 
t Uk e with | 
! } - a” 
l l f ; 
- 
) i y 
Dut con ‘ l, 
oh OUT clast 
) P pe, a id 
] 
il icaihers that 
: : 
l nes, joyfully 
4 l 
, 
\ cht enough 
yy | 
P} 
1] _ 
and 
l 9 t = 
V 4 meals 
reig n him 
} ’ 7 7 
a ‘ ‘ ‘ - 
th, as they started 
: 
ih wl 
: . 
i i At. 
4 . l 
ai me ait 
{ mver If nce 1 
, 
l, like those « 
9 ] 
1 slucent gold, 
‘ ; 
en mo ier- 
vent. 
> 4 - all +; . . y + id = a 

Rome is at a nes a forest of quaint 

costumes, a pantomim * shifting scer 











y {gnes of 


ies. N thing 

ikes the eye 

as out-of-tl ce no 
one knows preci ious or- 
idual vow 

Ne 

+, Was surprised, 
the 


der it may 


ither 


Goor-Way 


of a man 


sought aid for s 
and her gran lmotl 


a small « 


aresses 


tricts, — plumes 


phase of foreign costume 

varts of the ear 
— for, like the old Jewisl 
of He Week had 
semblage of Parthians, Medes, Elam 
Mesopotamia, Cretes, 


blending in one common 


strangers from different | 
1 Passover, this 
celebration its as- 
ites, 
in and 


Arabians, all 


dwellers 


memorial. 
Amid the 


among whom 


variety of 


were crowded, Elsie 


persons 


Sorrento. 


} 7 al 
KCU Te 


remal 
who had followe 
tioned himself | 
not »>h 
was other than merely accident 

And 


procession, brilliant with sea 


occur t 


Y > 
ence 


how < 


fF up the ¢ 
| 9 
et ang eold, 


waving with p ng with gems, 
—it seemed as if ea | been ransack- 


ed and human ii Lx¢ 1 to express 


the ultima um le and 

bewilder, — 

ripe 
I 

multitude wen 

the 


corteg 


with 


has bee 
handsome 
velvet, ) 
hold the rank 
I 


ve 

apal 
SI 

da Shae 


i} 


« Pretty 
the saint ! 

* One can 
rangement, s! 
vell as a saint,’ 
“A Daphn 


1 
ther, 


to servant 


something, indica 


a 


ward movement 
The servant, aft 
within observing di 
with the crowd pri 
to assist at the devotions. 
Long and dazzling w 
nies, when, raised on 
throned God, Poy > Al 


ceived the hom: gi 


an 
VI. 
e from 


n- 
re- 


ol bended kn¢ 
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the ambassadors of every Christian nation, 
from heads of lesiastical orders, and 


from generals and chiefs and princes and 
nobles, who, robed and plumed and gem- 
brightest and proudest that 


bowed the knee humbly 


med in all 


oudt tee ci-. Biot S. 
and kiss« in 


return for the palm- 
esented. 


voices of invisible singers chanted 


branch whi Meanwhile, 
the 
simple event which all this splendor was 
commem f old Jesus came 
into Jerusalem meek and lowly, riding 
on an ass, — how His disciples cast their 
garments I 1 the multitude 
took branches y Llm- es to come fi 


and m¢ 


orth 
» was seized, tri- 
ed, conde cruel death,—and the 


crowd, wi wondering eyes 


‘monial, reflect- 


following th 
ed little h 


satire of the 
contrast coming of that 
{Poy a 1; 


meek and 
; ] ot 
pomp al vrofessed re 
pomp a rofessed 1 


resent 


sare pure, é 


v¥,— nor was 
re turned 
of admira- 

uncon- 


7 


emony was fin- 
31 


J Agnes of 
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ished, the crowd rushed again out of the 
church to see the departure of various 
dignitaries. There was a perfect whirl 
of dazzling equipages, and glittering lack- 
in r } 


eys, and prancing horses, crusted with 
gold, flaming in scarlet and purple, reti- 
nues of cardinals 

mbassado 


tle 
Sul 


and princes and nobles 
] } 


rs all in one splend 


id con- 
oise and brightness. 
ervant in a gorgeous s 


ed Agnes on the should 
and said, in a tone of authority, — 
“Young maiden, 
commanded.” 
“ Who commands i 
ing her hand on her g 


fiercely 


ier V. 


your presen 


belongs T 
whispered a voi 
had better hav 


xy another wor 


found herself actually borne 


ut 


was almost wild with fear and 
impotent rage ; but a low, impressive voi 


now s} oke 


e 
in her ear. It came from th 


white figure which had followed them in 
the morning. 

“ Listen,” i 
turn your head, br 
Your child 


save 


sal 1, “a id be qui t: don’t 
ir what I tell you. 
is foll wed Vv 
Go 

came. Wait till 


Maria, then come 


those who will 
her. ways whence you 


the Ave 


» Porta San Sebas- 


our alter 


tiano, and al ll be well.” 


ined to look she saw no 
glimpse 


oI a 


in the crowd. 
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She returned to her asylum, wondering 
and disconsolate, and the first person 
whom she saw was old Mona. 

“ Well, good morrow, sister!” she said. 
“ Know that I am here on a strange er- 
rand. The Princess has taken such a 
liking to you that nothing will do but we 
must fetch you and your little one out to 
her villa. I looked everywhere for you 
in church this morning. Where have 
you hid yourselves?” 

“We were there,” said Elsie, confus- 
ed, and hesitating whether to speak of 
what had happened. 

“ Well, where Get 


her ready; we have horses in waiting. 


is the little one? 


It is a good bit out of the city.” 
“ Alack !” 
‘ 

waere 
“ Holy Virgin!” said Mona, 


this ?” 


said Elsie, “I know not 
she is.” 


“ how is 


Elsie, moved by the necessity which 
makes it a relief to open the heart to 
some one, sat down on the steps of the 
church and poured forth the whole story 
into the listening ear of Mona. 

*‘ Well, well, well!” 


vant, “in our days, one does not wonder 


said the old ser- 


at anything, — one never knows one day 
what may come the next,—but this is 
bad enough !” 

“Do you think,” said Elsie, “there is 
any hope in that strange promise ?” 

“ One can but try it,” said Mona. 

“Tf you but be 


said Elsie, “and take us 


could there then,” 
to your mis- 
tress.” 

“ Well, I will wait, for my mistress has 
taken an especial fancy to your little one, 
more particularly since this morning, when 
a holy Capuchin came to our house and 
held a long conference with her, and af- 
ter he was gone I found my lady almost 
in a faint, and she would have it that we 
should start directly to bring her out 
here, and I had much ado to let her see 
that the child would do quite as well af- 
I tired myself 


ter services were over. 
looking about for you in the crowd 

The two women then digressed upon 
various gossiping particulars, as they sat 


on the old mossy, grass-grown steps, look- 


Agnes of Sorrento. 


[ April, 


ing up over house-tops yellow with lich- 
en, into the blue spring air, where flocks 
of white pigeons were soaring and career- 
= 

Bright- 
ness and warmth and flowers seemed to 


o 
5 


ing in the soft, warm sunshine. 


be the only idea natural to that charm- 
sad-hearted and 
foreboding as she was, felt the benign in- 


ing weather, and Elsie, 
fluence. Rome, which had been so fatal 
a place to her peace, yet had for her, as 
spells of a 
Where is 


can resist the en- 


it has for every one, potent 


lulling and soothing power. 
the grief or anxiety that 
chantment of one of Rome’s bright, soft, 


spring days ? 


CHAPTER XXIX. 


THE NIGHT-RIDE. 


Tue villa of the Princess Paulina was 


one of those soft, idyllic pat udises which 


around the 


lie like so many fairy 


dreamy solitudes of Rome. They are so 


y still, these illas! 


fair, so wild, s Nature 
in them seems to run in such gentle sym- 
pathy with Art that one feels as if they 


hu- 


indigenous growth of 


had not been so much the product of 


man skill as some 
Arcadian ages 


There are quaint ter- 


races shadowed by clipped ilex-trees 


whose branches make twilicht even in 


the sultriest noon; there are long-drawn 
paths, through wildernesses where cycla- 
mens blossom in crimson clouds amon; 
crushed fragments of sculptured marb 
green with the moss of ages, 

leaved myrtles put forth their pale blue 
stars in constellations under the leafy shad- 
ows. Everywhere is the voice of water, 
ever lulling, ever babbling, and taught by 
Art to run in many a quaint caprice, — 
here to rush down marble steps slippery 
up in 
silvery spray, and anon to spread into a 


with sedgy green, there to spout 


cool, waveless lake, whose mirror reflects 
trees and flowers far down in some vis- 
Then there 
wide lawns, where the 


ionary underworld. are 
grass in spring 
is a perfect rainbow of anemones, white, 
‘ 4 
rose, crimson, purple, mottled, streaked, 


and dappled with ever varying shade 











1862. ] Agnes of 


clouds. 
banks where 


of sunset There are soft, moist 
purple and white violets 
grow large and fair, and trees all inter- 
laced with ivy, which runs and twines ev- 
erywhere, intermingling its dark, grace- 
ful leaves and vivid young shoots with 
the bloom and leafage of all shadowy 
places. 

In our day, 


dark shadow ever haunting their 


these lovely places have 


the malaria, like an unseen 
And 


speaking of, a curse 


lies hid in their sweetness. 
i are 
leadly poisoned the beauties of 
’s villa,—the malaria of fear, 
lled t 


ed, through the clipped 


rrace in front of the 


ilex-trees, the 


bands 


Campagna 
of 


the distant 


many- 
of 


re always filling the 


city 


th a tremulous vibration. 
lor 


Monica 


x sunny afternoon 
were crooning 
torether « * the church. the 
Princess ina walked restlessly up 


cing forth on the way to- 


r Francesco had been there that 
to her the 
of the aged Capuchin, 
appeared that the child 
much 


communicated 


interested her 


was 
* kinswoman. Perhaps, had her 

ined at the heicht of its pow- 
er and splendor, she might have rejected 
with scor -a of a kinswoman whose 
existence had be 


en owing to a mésalli- 
it a member of an exiled and dis- 
“1 family, deriving her only com- 
rom unworldly sources, she regard- 
lis event as an opportunity afforded 
r to make expiation for one of the sins 


Tl 


r young kinswoman were not 


e beauty and winning 
graces of | 
in 


their influence 


heart deprived of the support of 
The 
thine to love, 


a lecitimate ol 


without attracting a 


lonely 
natural ti Princess longed for 
some and the discovery of 
ject of family affection was 
an event in the 


weary monotony of her 
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life ; and therefore it was that the hours 
of the afternoon seemed long while she 
looked forth towards Rome, listening to 
the ceaseless chiming of its bells, and 
wondering why no one appeared along 
the road. 

The sun went down, and all the wide 
plain seemed like the sea at twilight, ly- 
ing in rosy and lilac and purple shadowy 
bands, out of which rose the old city, sol- 
emn and lonely as some enchanted isl- 
and of dream-land, with a flush of radi- 
behind it 


filling all the air 


ance weird 


Now 
they are chanting the Ave Maria in hun- 


and a tolling of 
music around. 
dreds of churches, and the Princess wor- 
still 


ships in distant accord, and tries to 


the anxieties of her hear 
Twilight fades 


mes a bl ick SCa, ¢ 


and 


looms up like 
oes within an 

t h ul ? ad 
*n window and then 
. Beneath her fi 


aie De: 


he wide 


ivement ¥ 


are dancing. Abov m the 


ceiling, Aurora and the Ho k down 


olored 


sound of the fountains 


any clouds ichtness. 


The 


} 


ut is so 
clear in the intense stillness th he pe- 


be told. 
the swaying noise of the creat 


culiar voice of each 
That is 


jet that rises from marble shells and falls 


one can 


into a wide basin, where silvery swans 
swim round and round in enchanted cir- 

and the und 
ai 


ler jet that rains down its spray 


cles: other slenderer 


the 


is 
sma 
the violet-borders deep in the shrub- 
and that other, the shallow babble 
waters that go down the marble 
to the 


1 


bery : 
of the 


steps lake. How dreamlike and 
iey all sound in the night still- 
le 


plaintive t 


ness The nightingale sings from the 


dark shadows of the wilderness ; and the 
musky odors of the cyclamen come float- 
ing ever and anon throuch the casement, 
in that strange, cloudy way in which flow- 
er-scents seem to come and go in the air 
in the night season. 


At last the Princess fancies she hears 
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the distant tramp of horses’ feet, and her 
heart beats so that she can scarcely lis- 
ten: now she hears it, — and now a ris- 
ing wind, sweeping across the Campagna, 
seems to bear it moaning away. She 
roes to a door and looks out into the 
larkness. Y 


and regular,— the beat of many horses’ 


s, she hears it now, quick 


feet coming in hot haste along the road. 
Surely the few servants whom she has 
and she 
Perhaps 


it is a tyrannical message, bringing im- 


sent cannot make all this noise ! 
trembles with vague affright. 

prisonment and death. She calls a maid, 
and bids her bring lights into the recep- 
tion-hall. A few moments more, and there 
is a confused stamping of horses’ feet ap- 
proaching the house, and she hears the 
voices of her servants. She runs into 
the piazza, and sees dismounting a knight 
who carries Agnes in his arms pale and 
Old Elsie and Monica, too, dis- 
mount, with the Princess’s men-servants ; 


fainting. 


but, wonderful to tell, there seems besides 
them to be a train of some hundred arm- 
ed horsemen. 
The timid Princess was so fluttered and 
bewildered that she lost all 
nd, and 
wonder, while Monica pushed authorita- 


presence of 
stood in uncomprehending 


ti into the house, and beckoned the 
} 


ely 
ight 


cn to bring Agnes and lay her on a 
sofa, when she and old Elsie busied them- 

elves vigorously with restoratives 
The Lady Paulina, as soon as she ec 
her 


in Agostino the banished lord of the 


vuld 
ced 


nIZeC 


scattered senses, recog 
Sa- 
relli family, a race who had shared with 
her own the hatred and cruelty of the 
Borgia tribe; and he in turn had recog- 
nized a daughter of the Colonnas. 

He drew her aside into asmall boudoir 
adjoining the apartment. 

“ Noble lady,” he said, “we are com- 
panions in misfortune, and so, I trust, 
you will pardon what seems a tumultuous 
intrusion on your privacy. I and my 
men came to Rome in disguise, that we 
might watch over and protect this poor in- 
nocent, who now finds asylum with you.” 

“ My Lord,” said the Princess, “I see 
m this event the wonderful working of 


d {qnes of 


Sorrento. [ Apri 
the good God. I have but just learned 
that this young person is my near kins- 
woman; it was only this morning that 
the fact was certified to me on the dying 
confession of a holy Capuchin, who pri- 
vately united my brother to her mother. 
The marriage was an indiscretion of his 
youth ; but afterwards he fell into more 
grievous sin in denying the holy sacra- 
ment, and leaving his wife to die in mis- 
ery and dishonor, and perhaps for this 
fault such great judgments fell upon him. 
I wish to make atonement in such sort 
as is yet possible by a 
to this child.” 

“ The times are so troubl 


ing as a mother 


jus and un- 
certain,” said Agostino, “ that she must 


have stronger than that of 


pr piection 


any woman. She is of a most holy 


and religious nature, but as ignorant of 
sin as an angel 


thing out of h 


who never has seen any- 


aven; and so the Borgias 
enticed her into their impure den, from 
which, God helping, I have saved her. 
I tried all I could to preve nt her coming 
to Rome, and to convince her of the vile- 


ruled here; but the poor little 


and thought 


ness that 


- 
could not believe me, 


one 


me a heretic only for saying what she 


] t es seeaeea ie 
now knows iron ier wn senses. 
The Lady Pat lina hudder« d 


‘ 


with tear. 
at you have com¢ 


) 
t 


) collisi 
What v 
“T br 1 men into 

in different diseuises,” said Agostino, “ and 
we gain ver a servant in their house- 
hold, through whom I entered and car- 
ried her off. ir men pursued us, and 
ve had a fight in the streets, but for the 


mustered they 


ed us a good distance. 


moment we more than 
Some of them chas 
But it will not do for us to remain here. 
As soon as she is revived enough, we must 
retreat towards one of our fastnesses in 
whence, when rested, we 


shall go northward to Florence, where I 


the mountains, 


have powerful friends, and she has also 
an uncle, a holy man, by whose counsels 
she is much guided.” 

“You must take me with you,” said 


the Princess, in a tremor of anxiety 








1862. 


“ Not for the world would I stay, if it be 
known you have taken refuge here. For 
a long time their spies have been watch- 
ing about me; they only wait for some 
occasion to seize upon my villa, as they 
have on the possessions of all my father’s 

Let I have 
er-in-law in Florence who hath 


house. e with you. 
a brot 
often urged me to es -ape to him till times 
mend, 

the wic] 


“ Wil oly, n ble lady, will we vive 


, God will not allow 
1 1. ¢ ” 
o bear rule forever. 
ort, - 


+} 


he more so that this 


you our 
poor child will then have a friend with 


Be- 


lady, she will do no diseredit 


her bese¢ father’s rank. 
lieve me, 
to her 


convent, 


She was trained in a 


her soul is a flower of mar- 
dec] 
wooed her honorably to 


be my wife, and she 


vellou I must ire to 


you 
here 
willin 1 


would aly 


so, had n scruples of a r¢ 
vocation 


which 


eir former 


ossessions. Of co irse 


some 
} 


yua 


holy man 


ve of the obstacle in- 
terposed by her vocation ; 


but I doubt 

not the Chur ill be an indulgent moth- 

in a case where the issue seems so de- 
sirable.” 

‘ied to her,” said Agosti- 

> her out of all these strifes 

i now agitate our 

of France, where I 

the 

und who will use all his influence 


igh in favor with 


these troubles in Italy, and 


t 


it a better day.” 


i} 
While this conversation was going on, 


bountiful refreshments had been provid- 
ed for the whole party, and the attend- 
of the 


ants Princess received orders to 


pack her jewels and valuable effects 
for a sudden journey. 

As si 
the whole party left the villa of the Prin- 


1 retreat in the Alban Moun- 


on as preparations could be made, 


cess tor 


Agnes of 


Sorrento. 


tains, where Agostino and his band 


Only the 
female attendants of the Prin- 


one of their rendezvous. 
mediate 
cess, and one or two men-servants, left 
with her. The silver plate, and all ob- 
jects of particular value, were buried in 
the garden. This being done, the ke ys 
of the house were intrusted to a oray— 
headed servant, who with his wife had 
grown old in the family. 

It was midnight before ev srything was 
The moon cast sil- 


and 


ready for starting. 
ver gleams through the ilex-avenues, 
caused the jet ‘ 


look 


of the creat 
like a wavering pillar 
brightness, when the Prine 


As the 


ventie, yet spirited little 


nes upon wide veran 


the Princess’s stables were 


ing them, and they were lifted 


saddles by Agostino. 


Madam,” he 

“a few hours will 
safety, and I shall be 
stantly.” 
lifting Agnes to h 
he reins in her han 

you re sted?” he 
It was the first time since 
that he had sp Aones. 


xpressions of endear- 


Ken to The words 


were brief, but no « 


: : 
ment could convey more than the man- 


ner in which they were spoken. 
“ Yes, my Lord,” said Agnes, fir 
“T am rested.” 
“You think you can bear the ride ? 


“TI can bear anything, so I escape,” she 
said. 

The company were now all mounted, 
and were marshalled in regular order. A 
body of armed men rode in front; then 
came Agnes and the Princess, with Agos- 
tino between them, while two or three 
troope rs rode on either side; Elsie, Mo- 
nica, and the servants of the Princess 
followed close behind, and the rear was 
brought up in like manner by armed 
men. 

The path wound first through the 
grounds of the villa, with its plats of light 


and shade, its solemn groves of stone- 
’ g 
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pines rising like palm-trees high in air 
above the tops of all other trees, its ter- 
races and statues and fountains, — all 
seeming so lovely in the midnight still- 
ness. 

“ Perhaps I 
ever,” said the Princess. 

“ Let us hope for the best,” said Agos- 

10. “It cannot be that God will suffer 
l ected 
to such ignominy and disgrace much lon- 
er. I that Christian 
sings have interfered before for the hon- 


am leaving all this for- 


seat of the Apostles to be 


am amazed no 
I have it from the 
best authority that the King of Naples 
burst 


or of Christendom. 


heard of the 
He 


was a scandal which threat- 


into tears when he 


election of this wretch to be Pope. 


said that it 


He has sent me secret messagt 

times expressive of sympathy, but he is 
not of himself strong enough. Our hope 
must lie either in the King of France 
or the Emperor of Germany: perhaps 
both will engage. 


holy monk in Florence who has 


There is now a most 
been 
stirring all hearts in a wonderful way. 
It is said that the very gifts of miracles 
and prophecy are revived in him, as 
among the holy Apostles, and he has 
been bestirring himself to have a Gen- 
eral Council of the Church to look in 


When I left Floren e, a 


, . » 4s 
10rt time ago, the faction opposed to 


matters. 


thest 
1 


him broke into the convent and took 


him away. 


“ What !” 


I myself was there. 
Agnes, “ did 


convent of 


said 
break the 
Marco? My uncle is there.” 

“ Yes, and he and I fought sid 


side with the mob who were rushing in.’ 


into the 


“Uncle Antonio fight!” said Agnes, 
in astonishment. 

“Even women will fight, when what 
they love most is 
kni ht. 


attacked,” said the 


He turned to her, as he spoke, and 
saw in the moonlight a flash from her 


eye, and an heroic expression on her 
face, such as he had never remarked 
before; but she said nothing. The veil 
had been rudely torn from her eyes ; 


Agnes of 


Sorrento. [ April, 
she had seen with horror the defilement 
and impurity of what she had ignorantly 
adored in holy places, and the revelation 
seemed to have wrought a change in her 
whole nature. 

“Even you could fight, Agnes,” said 
the knight, “to save your religion from 
disgrace.” 

“No,” said she; “but,” she added, 
with gathering firmness, “I could die. I 
should be glad to die with and for the 
men who would save the honor of 
faith. I should 
Florence to my uncle. If he dies for 
his religion, I should like to 
him.” 


holy 


the true like to go to 


die with 
“ Ah, live to teach it to me!” said the 
knight, bending towards her, as if to ad- 
just her bridle-rein, and spt aking in a 
In a moment h 


Princess, 


voice scare ely audible. 
was turned again towards the 
listening to her. 

we shall 


running into the thick of the conflic 


* So it seems,” she said, “ that 
be 


in Florence.” 

“Yes, but my uncle hath promised that 
he King of France shall interfere. I 
have hope something may even now have 
been done. I hope to effect something 
myself.” 

Agostino spoke with the cheerful cour- 

Agnes glanced timidly up 

How gre 

No longer k 


wanderer from the fold, an enemy of tl 


at him. ce in her 


ideas! a 0k 
Church, he seemed now in the attitude 


the faith, a defender 
of holy men and things against 
What inj 


how ] 


of a champion of 
a base 
usurpation. 
him, and 

that injustice ! ‘ 
danger of 


warn her against the ventur- 


ing into that corrupt city? Those words 
which so much shocked her, ¢ ist which 
she had shut her ears, were all true; she 
had found them so; she could doubt no 
And yet he had followed 
at of his 
Could she help loving one who had loved 


longer. 


and saved her the risk ife. 


her so much, one so noble and heroic ? 
Wouid it be a sin to love him? She 


pondered the dark warnings of Father 





Agnes of 


Francesco, and th 
ful, fervent | 
} 


warm, how tender, how life- 


on thought of the cheer- 
How 
iving had 


always! how full of 


iety of her old uncle. 
g 
been his presence 


aith and prayer, how fruitful of heaven- 
ly words and thoughts had been all his 


was for him 


ministrations !—and yet it 


and with him and his master that Agostino 


Sarelli was fighting, and against him the 
usurping head of the Christian Church. 


Then there 


dering during t 


was another s ibject for pon- 
The secret 
the 


his night-ride. 
of her birth had been told 
Princess, who claimed her as kinswoman. 
It had seemed to her at 


leat? 
reveiatio OL i ir u 


her by 


first like the 
as she r¢ de 
he idea shaped 
in birth 


1@ Was, 


ial of her lover, and 


range- 
gorge with its 

, the sisters, with 
Per- 
In 
ed once more 
ld uncle, and 


what were her du- 


hem no more. 


o be 


ins, now lost 


a wild 
in the shadow {go 3 of 


olives, w 


eray, rustling 
, serpent roots coil- 
ed rou th rock , and wh se leaves 
aw 


silvered whenever the 


wind sway) 


Whatever might be 


the roughne nd a ‘ulties of the way, 


sudden descents, and 
his mantle to protect 
When 
Idening in the sky, 


le a sudden halt be- 


ill mountain-air. 
the ad 
the whole tr 


1 s re 


fore a s > tower which seemed 


to be a portion of a ruined building, and 


here some he men dismounting knock- 
It was soon swung 


yman with a lamp in her 


ed atan ar 
open by a w 
the light of 


hand, which revealed very 
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black hair and eyes, and heavy gold ear- 
rings. : vs 

“Have my directions been attended 
to ?” said Agostino, in a tone of command. 
“Are there places made ready for these 
ladies to sleep - 
“ There are, my Lord,” said the woman, 
obsequiously, —“ the best we could get 


ready on so short a notice.’ 
to the 


came Princess. 


Agostino up 
“ Noble he 
value safety before all 
the best that can be 


said, *vyou will 
things; doubtless 


done here is but 


poor, but it will give you a few hours for 


repose where you may ure of being in 


unt, and Elsie and Monica 


they fo 


lowed 
me passage and 
t 


stone 


of a brick-floored 


steps. She oper 
peared to have bee 
There 

cept the beds. 


hung with 


ment 
and Monica. 
The trave llers, too 


however, were 


much exhausted with their night-ride 
to be critical, the 
and preparing for rest were quic 


cluded, 


asleep, while 


of disrobing 


services 


kly con- 
and in less than an hour all were 


Agostino was busy concert- 


ing the means for an immediate journey 


to Florence. 


CHAPTER XXX. 


“LET US ALSO GO, THAT WE MAY DIE 


WITH HIM.” 

FATHER ANTONIO sat alone in his cell 
in the San Marco in an attitude of deep 
' kod 3 


the convent, from which 


The open window le 
of 


the fragrance of vi 


dejection. nto 
the ih 


steamed up 


’ 
arden 
let, jas- 
», and the sunshine lay fair 


On a table be- 


mine, and ros 


] 


on all that was without. 


side him were many loose and scattered 
sketches, and an unfinished page of the 


Breviary he was executing, rich in quaint 
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tracery of gold and arabesques, seemed to 
have recently occupied his attention, for 
his palette was wet and many loose brush- 
es lay strewed around. Upon the table 
stood a Venetian glass with a narrow 
neck and a bulb clear and thin as a 
} hhl . ain? of » « hl 
soap-bubble, containing vines and blos- 
soms of the passion-flower, which he had 
evidently been using as models in his 
work. 
The pace he was illuminatine was the 
ne page he was iluminating was the 
prophetic Psalm which describes the ig- 
nominy and sufferings of the Redeemer. 
yrder 


of thorn-branches interwoven with the 


It was surrounded by a wreathed | 


and 


blossoms 


tendrils of the passion- 
t 


flower, and the initial letters of the first 
‘e formed by a curious com- 
*the hammer, the nails, the 
pear, the crown of thorns, the cross, and 
instruments of the P and 
red letter, ole amed out those 
] crated 

} 


nderful, mysterious words, 
by the remembrance of a more than mor- 


assion ; 
conse 


tal anguish,—“ My God, my God, why 
hast thou forsaken me ?” 

The artist-monk had perhaps fled to 
his palette to assuage the throbbings of 
his heart, as a mourning mother flies to 
the cradle of her child; but even there 
his grief appeared to have overtaken 
him, for the work lay as if pushed from 
him in an access of anguish such as comes 
from the sudden recurrence of some over- 
whelming recollection. He was leaning 
forward with his face buried in his hands, 
sobbing convulsively. 

The door opened, and a man advanc- 
ing stealthily behind laid a hand kindly 
on his shoulder, saying softly, * SO, so, 
brother !” 

Father Antonio looked up, and, dashi 
his hand hastily across his eyes, g 
that of the new-comer convulsivel 
saying only, “ Oh, Baccio! Baccio!’ 
his face again. 

The eyes of the other filled with tears, 
as he answered gently, — 

* Nay, but, my brother, you are killing 
yourself. They tell me that you have eat- 
en nothing for three days, and slept not for 


weeks; you will die of this grief. 


Agnes of Sorrento. 


[ April, 
“ Would that I might! Why could 
not I die with him as well as Fra Do- 
menico? Oh, my master! my dear mas- 
ter!” 
“Tt is indeed a most heavy day to us 
all,” said Baccic 
and pure-minded artist 


» della Porta, the amiable 


better known to 


our conventual name of 


“ Neve 


man ; 


times by his 
Fra Bartolommeo. have we had 
among us such a id if there be 
any light of grace in m} il, his preach- 


ing first awaken: I only 

wait to see him « id then 

I take iare wt ll 8) 

am going to Prato t 

habit, and follow |! 
“Tt is well, 

Father Antoni 


put out th 


not 
in those 
shadows, the 
now,’ 


said Bacci was my 


inspiration, h 
and he is f 
At this mom 


two was interrupt 


» of the 
knocking at 
the door, and elli entered, 
pale and disorder 

“ How is this?” he , hastily. “ What 
devils’ carnival is th which hath broken 


xd thing 


i] 


loose in I oren 
gone into det 
thing that « 
crawling al 
of Europe mit 

“ Only the « 
tonio, —“P) 
adversus Do 
ejus.” 

So much we 
the subject of t 
kind of gree tins 
passed among tl 
when peopk 
Each 


] 


soul, 


é tion. 

ness of his 

bitter fountain. 
“ Was there no 


veak for him,— 
no one to stand up for i ' 


le of Italy, 
—the man of his age? 


“ There was on 
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uid Father Antonio. 


in the council,” 
“There was Acnolo Niccolini: a 
Acnolo, and of 
ence in public affairs, and he spoke out 
his mind boldly. He told them flatly, 
that, if tl j looked through the pres¢ nt 


grave 


man is this great experi- 





time o ages, they would not 
meet a of such a high and noble 
order s nd th it to lay at our door 
the blood a man the like of whom 
might no é n for centuries was 
too impio and execrable a thing to 
be thoug I ‘ll warrant me, he 
made a ru ¢ among them when he 
said that Pope’s commissary 
—old Ror »— then whispered and 
frowned; but A lo is a stiff old fel- 
low when | e begins a thing, —he 
never minded und went through with 


his say. I 
was not 
capa 


when it h 





1 
the worid, 








but to all tl irts and sciences connect- 
ed with it. If W e needed to put 
restrain I he said, why not put 
him into som« tress, and give him com- 
modious ay] ments, with abundance of 
books, and | <, and paper, where 
he would w s to honor of 
God and the « tion of the holy faith ? 
He told tl this might be a good 
to the w 1, whereas consigning him to 
death without u f any kind would bring 
. oO 
on our ré ial dishonor.” 
“Well s Y said Baccio, with 
warmth; ‘ | warrant me, he might 
as well have | hed to the north wind 
in March, | s are in such a fu- 
ry 


‘Yes, yes,” 1 Antonio, “ it is just 


as it wa chief priests and 
Scribes 1 | s were instant with 
loud voi should be put to 
death; and t y Pilates, for fear of 


eir hands of it.” 
And now,” 1 Ac 


putting ) t g vet 





ostino 


, “ they are 


in the shape 


of a cross in ens where 





they will three holiest and 
best men of Florence!” 


Sorrento. 
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“T came through there this morning,’ 


said Baccio, “and there were young men 








and boys shouting, and howling, and sing- 
ing indecent songs, and putting up inde- 
cent pictures, such as those he used to 
preach against. It is just as you say. 
All things vile have crept out of their 
lair, and triumph that the 1 who 
made them afraid is put down l ev- 
ery house is full of the most | lies 
about him, — things that they said h 


contessed. 





_— 
oO nd 

’ 

he 

é th 
l ti- 
I myself 
have read the first draucht of all he did 
say, just as Signor Cc é k it down 
as they were tortur ng him. I had it 


from Jacopo Manelli, canon of 
and he got it fr 


wife herself. 


omo here, 
and slay him, but they torture and 
- memory with lies. 


‘Ww ould 


» in God’s place for one 
day!” 1 Agostir speakl ia a] his 
iain l teeth : May I be fo n for 


saying so!’ 
“ We are 


Antonio, “ever ready to call d 


from heaven, — but, after all, ‘ tk Lord 
reigneth, let the earth rejoice Unto 
the upright there ariseth light in the dark- 
ness” Our dear father is sustained in 


spirit and full of 
let him go from the torture, he fell on his 
knees, praying for his tormentors. 

” Good 
Agostino, striking his hands tog 
“ Oh, 


and hands, and a sword, if he must s 


God! this passes me!’ 


1 , 
wheretore hath a strong man 


still and see such things done? If 
only my hundred 


ild mal 


row. If 


ve for him to-mor- 


could only d 
I 


wol 





something 
he added, striding impetuously up and 
and his fists. 


hath nobody petitioned to stay 


ie cell clenching 


down t 
“ What 


this thing ? 


” 





Aq nes of Sorre nto. 


ly for him,” said Father Anto- 
; talk in the city yester- 


be pardon- 


11c0 Was to 


{, Romal 10 Was qu inclined 
ut Battista Alberti talked vio- 
against it, and so Romalino said, 


monk more or less is n’t much 


then he put his name down 
The order 


Pope, 


rest. was 


oth « nmissaries of the 


and one was Fra Turiano, the general of 


our order, a mild man, 
~~ 
unable to stand ag 
“ Mild men 
uid Ag 
somethi 


} 
I 


rone his moment,’ 
¢ with ready cour 
br« the r.” 

So saying, the go 
the cell, and A 

“| bring tidings to you of your kindred. 
I lor- 
ence, and would see you. ou will find 


them at the h of one Gherardo Ros- 


} 

mn heart 
up neart, 
ist left 
ystino said, 


Your niece and sister here in 


are 
ust 
selli, a rich citizen of noble blood.’ 


a gray 
«“ Why are they there ?” said the monk, 
lost in amazement. 


“ You 


. ’ 
singular discovery 


know, then, that a most 


hath been 
your niece at Rome. The sister of 
father, being a lady of the princely blood 


must 
made by 
her 
of Colonna, hath been assured of her birth 


by the confession of the priest that mar- 
, 


ried him ; and being driven from Rome by 


[ April, 


fear of the Borgias, they came hither un- 


der my escort. and wait to see you. So, 
if you will come with me now, j 
you to them.” 


“ Even so,” said Father Antonio. 


R XXXI. 
MARTYRDOM. 


In a shadow y 


looking the gr 


might be seen, o1 


of the principal 


ry. Fat 


Agostino Sa 


over F] yT 


men, her | 
for an era is cor 
disgrace and subj 
The st pping 
square was lil 
storm, and the 
the 
chamber all was 
have heard the di: 
Under the bal 


seated in pomp al 


murmut! 


missioners, rad 
spectabi ity 
terms of 
were 

they had 
before. 
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when the th followers of the Man of 
Calvary are t l 
lowship of His le Church. 

Father Antonio, Ag 


stood forth in tl leony, and, drawing 


eraded from the fel- 
stino, and Baccio 


in their breatl lown, as the three 


men of the | and haggard with 


imprisonment and torture, were brought 
up amid the 
the popula r 


before the 


and obscene jests of 
was led 
and there, with cir- 


cumstantial s, endued with all 
7 


his priestly with 


f reprobation and 
him. He 
stood thr rene as stood hi 


Master w] f His rarme 


Calvary. ! momentary hush of 


ts, which again, 
separate « 4 
onominy, taken from 
iis 
is on 
great ci 


by 


He is g 

“ What 
ing over | 

Solem: 
voice whi 
crowds 


swer, — 


—and all 


a smuie it 


him. 
“ Am 


hath witn 


turning, he went in, and, burying his face 


in his ha 


Wher 


1 in prayer. 
nies had been passed 
, the three m artyrs 
ecular executioner, 
am 
tal crow l, { 
bet. 
the Te Deum,” 
DPAVO!I 
“Do no infuriat said 
—“for harm might be 


» the mob,” 
the execul 
done.” 


Agnes of 


sorrento. 
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‘“ At 


said he, “lest we forget it. 


least let us repeat it together,” 


And so they went forward, speakin; 


to each other of the glorious company of 
the apostles, the goodly fellowship « 


f 


prophe ts, the noble army of m 
giving thanks aloud in th it 
phal hymn of the Church 

When the lurid fi 
which blazed 
that crowded 
chamber fell on their 
Antonio repeated praye1 
80 ils. 

To the last, 


whi h had S 


. XXXII 


CONCLUSION. 


| conflicted 
* the child. 
“ Tell me, my lit 
Antonio, 


- Ye Ss, my 

“but ought I not 

the love of my Saviour ?’ 
“ T see not why,” s: 

riage is a sacrament 
is a most 


} 
ue 


ders, and it 
one, representing t yst 
which the souls of the blessed are 
to the Lord. I do not hold wi 
Bernard, who, in his zeal for a conven- 
tual life, seemed to see no other way of 


serving God but for all men and women 
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to become monks and nuns. 
indeed 


whose call to it is clear and evident, like 


The holy 


order is blessed to those souls 


mine; but if there be a strong and virtu- 
ous love for a worthy object, it is a voca- 
tion unto marriage, which should not be 
denied.” 

“So, Agnes,” said the knight, who had 
stolen into the room unperceived, and 
who now boldly possessed himself of one 
of her hands —— “ Father Antonio hath 
decided this matter,” he added, turning to 
the Princess and Elsie, who entered, “ and 
everything having been made ready for 
my journey into France, the wedding 
ceremony shall take place on the mor- 
row, and, for that we are in deep affllic- 
tion, it shall be as private as may be.” 

And so on the next morning the wed- 
ding ceremony took place, and the bride 
and groom went on their way to France, 
where preparations befitting their rank 
awaited them. 

Old Elsie was heard to observe to Mo- 
nica, that there was some sense in mak- 


ing pilgrimages, since this to Rome, which 


Exodus. 


[ April, 


she had undertaken so unwillingly, had 
turned out so satisfactory. 

In the reign of Julius IL, the banished 
families who had been plundered by the 


Borgias were restored to their rights and 
honors at Rome; and there was a prin- 
cess of the house of Sarelli then at Rome, 
whose sanctity of life and manners was 
held to go back to the traditions of primi- 
tive Christianity, so that she was renown- 
ed not less for goodness than for rank and 
beauty. 

In those days, too, Raphael, the friend 
of Fra Bartolommeo, placed in one of 
the grandest halls of the Vatican, among 
the Apostles and Saints, the image of the 
traduced and despised martyr whose ash- 
es had been cast to the winds and waters 
in Florence. His memory lingered long 
in Italy, so that it was even claimed that 
miracles were wrought in his name and 
Certain it is, that 
the living words he spoke were seeds of 


by his intercession. 


immortal flowers which blossomed in se- 
cret dells and obscure shadows of his 


beautiful Italy. 





EXODUS. 


Hear ye not how, from all high points of Time, — 
From peak to peak adown the mighty chain 
That links the ages, — echoing sublime 


A Voice Almighty, — leaps one grand refrain, 


Wakening the generations with a shout, 
And trumpet-call of thunder, — Come ye out! 


Out from old forms and dead idolatries ; 
From fading myths and superstitious dreams ; 
From Pharisaic rituals and lies, 


And all the bondage of the life that seems ! 
Out, — on the pilgrim path, of heroes trod, 
Over earth’s wastes, to reach forth after God ! 


The Lord hath bowed His heaven, and come down ! 
Now, in this latter century of time, 


Once more His tent is pitched on Sinai’s crown ! 
Once more in clouds must Faith to meet Him climb! 








Then and Now in the Old Dominion. 


Once more His thunder crashes on our doubt 


And fear and sin,—“ My people! 


! come ye out! 


‘¢ From false ambitions and base luxuries ; 


From puny aims and indolent self-ends ; 


I 





And mist 


mm cant of faith, and shams of liberties, 
of ill that Truth’s pure daybeam bends : 


Out, from all darkness of the Egypt-land, 


Into My sun-blaze on the desert sand ! 


“ Leave ye your flesh-pots ; turn from filthy greed 


, 


Of gain that doth the thirsting spirit mock ; 


And heaven shall drop sweet manna for your need, 
I : 


] 


And rain clear rivers from the unhewn rock! 


Thus saith the Lord !” 


And Moses — meek, unshod — 


Within the cloud stands hearkening to his God ! 


Show us our Aaron, with his rod in flower! 


Our Miriam, with her timbrel-soul in tune! 


And call some Joshua, in the Spirit’s power, 


To poise our sun of strength at point of noon ! 


God of our fathers ! 


over sand and sea, 


Stull keep our struggling footsteps close to Thee ! 





THEN AND NOW IN 

Tue history of Virginia opens with a 
romance. No one will be surprised at 
this, for it is a habit histories have. There 
is Plymouth Rock, for example ; it would 





be hard to find anything more purely ro- 


mantic than that. Well do we remem- 
ber the sad day when a friend took us to 
the perfectly flat wharf at Plymouth, and 
recited Mrs. Hemans’s humorous verse, — 

“The breaking wav: 


On a stern and rock 





dashed high, 


bound coast.’’ 


« Such, then,” we reflected, “is History ! 
If Plymouth Rock turns out to be a myth, 
why may not Columbus or Santa Claus 
or Napoleon, or 


anything or anybody ?” 
Since then we have been skeptical about 
history even where it seems most prob- 
able; at times doubt whether Rip Van 


Winkle really sk 
turning 





pt twenty years without 


over; are annoyed with misgiv- 


THE OLD DOMINION. 

ings as to whether our Western pioneers 
Boone, Crockett, and others, did keep 
bears in their stables for saddle-horses, 
and harness alligators as we do oxen. 
So we doubted the story of John Smith 
and Pocahontas 
In one thing we had already 


with which Virginia 
opens. 
caught that State making a mythical state- 
ment: it was named by Queen Elizabeth 
Virginia in honor of her own virgin state, 
—which, if Cobbett is to be believed, 


Well, America 
was named after a pirate, and Sir Wal- 


was also a romance. 
ter Raleigh, who suggested the name of 
the Virgin Queen, was fond of a joke. 
But notwithstanding the suspicion with 
which we entered upon the investiga- 
tion, we are convinced that the romance 
of Pocahontas is true. As only a portion 
of the story of this Indian maiden, “ the 


colonial angel,” as she was termed by the 
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settlers, is known, and that not generally 
with exactness, we will reproduce it here. 

It will be remembered that Pocahontas, 
when about thirteen years of age, saved 
the young English captain, John Smith, 
from the death which her father, Pow- 
hatan, had resolved he should suffer. As 
the tomahawk was about to descend on 
his head, the 
clasped that head in her arms. 


girl rushed forward and 
The stern 
heart of Powhatan relented, and he con- 
sented that the captive should live to 
make tomahawks for him and beads and 
bells for Pocahontas. Afterward Powha- 
tan agreed that Smith should return to 
Jamestown, on condition of his sending 
him two guns and a grindstone. Soon 


after this Jamestown with all its stores 
was destroyed by fire, and the colonists 
came near perishing from cold and hun- 
Half of died ; the rest 


were saved only by Pocahontas, who ap- 


them and 


ger. 


peared in the midst of their distress, bring- 


ing bread, raccoons, and venison. 


John Smith and his companions after 


plored a large portion of the State, 
ind a second time came to rest at the 
home of Powhatan and his beautiful 


daughter. The name of the place was 
Werowocomoco. His visit this time fell 


on the eve of the coronation of Powha- 





The king, being absent when Smith 








», was sent for; 


tas called together 


meanwhile Pocahon- 
Indian 


maidens to get up a dramatic entertain- 


a number of 


ment and ballet for the handsome young 
They 
made a fire in a level field, and Smith 
‘fore it. 


and shrieking were suddenly heard in the 


Englishman and his companions. 





sat on a mat | A hideous noise 


adjoining woods. The English snatched 
up their arms, apprehending foul play. 
Pocahontas rushed forward, and asked 
Smith to slay her rather than suspect her 
of perfidy; so their apprehensions were 
quieted. Then thirty young Indian maid- 
ens issued suddenly from the wood, all 
naked except a cincture of green leaves, 
their bodies painted. Pocahontas was a 
complete picture of an Indian Diana: a 
quiver hung on her shoulder, and she 


held a bow and arrow in her hand; she 


the Old Dominion. [ April, 
wore, also, on her head a beautiful pair 
of buck’s horns, an otter’s skin at her gir- 
dle, and another on her arm. The other 
nymphs had antlers on their heads and 
various savage decorations. Bursting 
from the forest, they circled around the 
fire and John Smith, singing and dancing 
foran hour. They then disappeared into 
the wood as suddenly as they had come 
forth. 


invite Smith to their habitations, where 


When they reappeared, it was to 


they danced around him again, singing, 
“ Love you not me? Love you not me?” 
They then feasted him richly, and, lastly, 
with pine-knot torches lighted him to his 
finely decorated apartments. 

Captain John Smith was, without doubt, 
an imperial kind of man. His personal 
appearance was fine, his sense and tact 
excellent, his manners both cordial and 
There is n 


no wonder, that the 


elegant. » doubt, as there is 
Indian maiden felt 
some tender palpitations on his account. 
Once again, when, owing to some misun- 
1 the 
death of all the whites, Pocahontas spent 
the 
and toiling through pathless thickets, 
iends by 
them of the imminent danger. 


fered her many beautiful presents on this 


derstanding, Powhatan had decree 


whole pitch-dark night climbing hills 





to 





save Smith and his fi warning 


Smith of- 


occasion, evidently not appreciating the 


sentiment that was animating her. To this 
offer of presents she replied with tears ; 


and when their acceptance was urged, 


Smith himself relates, that, “with the 
teares running downe her checks, she 
said she durst not be seen to have any, 
for, if Powhatan should know it, she were 


but dead; and so she ran away by her- 
self, as she came.” 

There is no doubt what the Muse of 
History ought to do here: were she a 
dame of proper sensibilities, she would 
have Mr. John Smith married to Miss 
P. Powhatan as soon as a parson could 
Were it a 
As 


it is, we find Smith going off to England 


be got from Jamestown. 
romance, this would be the result. 
in two years, and living unmarried until 
his death; and Pocahontas married to 


reasons 


the Englishman John Rolfe, for 














1862.] Then and Now in 


of state, we fear, —a link of friendship 
between the Reds and the Whites being 
thought 


Christianized and baptized, as any one 


. 1 


She was of course 


Chapman’s 


Rotunda at Washington, unless Zouave 


may see by picture in the 





criticism has demolished it. Immediately 


she went with her husband to England. 
At 
Captain John Smith 
The ir mee tir y 
ing. “After a m 


Brentford, where she was staying, 
went to visit her. 
was significant and affect- 
dest salutation, with- 
d, she turned away 
” She 


utt l 1 W 


out 


and hid her face 





is if displeasec 








remained thus motionless for two or three 
hours. Who can know what struggles 
passed tl sh the heart of the Indian 
bride at tl 8 I t emotions doubly 
unutterabl this untaucht stranger ? It 
seems that sl ud bec 
tol und | n int 
Smith was d f 
that she « ! 
him, 1 cS 
hi r yg 
den . Sn 
ingly 1 t 
ence of |] l anda ‘ 
pa f t ness she had shown 
him in | I s uying, “ You 
did promise Powhatan what was yours 
should be | 1 he the like to you; 
you called hin Father,’ being in his 
land a s ind for the same rea- 
son so I mu ull you.” After a pause, 
du ng Vv | ‘ eemed to be under 
the influe ng emotion, she said, 
“T will « 1 Father, and you shall 
eall 1 ( i ind » I will be forever 
and ever y intrywoman.” Then 
she added, vly and with emphasis, 
T') l tell ( ys you were dead, 
and I | till I came to Pli- 
? th ; t I fa did command Utta- 
kin to ke you and know the 
ti i. ij l Y untry nen will lie 
[t was not long after this inter- 


Pocahontas died : 
Her 


issue of her mar- 


she never 
death oc- 
curred in 


riage was 01 hild, Thomas Rolfe; so 





t the First Famili 


it is througl 
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of Virginia are so invariably descend- 
ed from the Indian Princess. 
Smith lived until 1631, 
said, never married. 


Captain 
and, as we have 
He was a noble 
and true man, and Pocahontas was ev- 
ery way worthy to be his wife; and one 
feels very ill-natured at Rolfe and Com- 
pany for the cruel deception which, we 

all that kept them 


asunder, and gave to the story of 


must believe, was 
the 
lovely maiden its almost tragic close. 
One car 
vice for \ 
that of the In 
white 


1 scarcely imagine a finer de- 
ted than 


ing the 





irginia to have 





ian maider 





from the 
the 
soul seems to have left the Col my. The 


rey to the 


man 


alas! with 


beautiful lands became a p1 





worn-out English gentry, who spent their 
time cheating the simple-hearted red men, 
These called themselves gentlemen, be- 
cause they could do nothing. In a classifi- 
cation of seventy-eight persons at James- 
town we are informed that there were 
f ' ] Ia] 
*jiour carpenters, twelve iabdol one 
blacksmith, one bricklayer, one sailor, one 





one mason, one t 

mer, one chirurgeon, and fifty-four gen- 
tlemen.” To this day ther ms to be 
a large number in that vicinity who have 
no other o cupati mm than that of being 
gentlemen, and it is ev len in many 
( just as much as they can do 

When Pocahontas died, the last link 
was brol n the Indian 1d the 
sett Unprovoked wars r mina- 

] 





dren of Nature of the very breasts of 
their mother, which had susta 1 them 





for Virg 


very mis 








one h 


bed him with 


baptizing him with 


aries re 
the other. 
concerning the missionaries stri 
sufficiently characteristic of the 


the Indian and the temper of the 





pe riod 


to be preserved. There was a branch of 
the Catawbas on the Potomac, in which 


sh id 


1. The missionaries who settled 


river are to be found the best in 
the worl 


among this tribe taught them that it would 
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be a good investment in their soul-assur- 
ance to catch large quantities of the shad 
The Indians 
earnestly set themselves to the work ; 
their reverend teachers taking the fish 
and sending them off secretly to various 


for them, the missionaries. 


settlements in Virginia and Maryland, 
and making thereby large sums of mon- 


ey. The Indians worked on for several 


months without receiving any compen- 


sation, and the missionaries were getting 
richer and richer, when by some means 
trick, and 
routed the holy men from their neigh- 
borhood. 
Catholics made an effort to establish a 
The priest 
who first addressed them took as his text, 


the red men discovered the 
Many years afterward the 
mission with this same tribe. 


“ Ho, every one that thirsteth, come ye to 


the waters,” — and went on in figurative 
style to describe the waters of life. When 
the sermon was ended, the Indians held 
a council to consider what they had just 
heard, and finally sent three of their num- 
ber to the missionaries, who said, “* White 
men, you speak in fine words of the wa- 
ters of life ; but before we decide on what 
we have heard, we wish to know whether 
any shad swim in those waters.” 

It is very certain that Christianity, 
as illustrated by the Virginians, did not 


+} 


make a good impression on these sav- 


ages. ‘They were always willing to com- 
pare their own religion with that of the 
1 the 


} 


whites, and generally regard con- 


trast as in their favor. One of them said 
to Colonel Barnett, the commissioner to 
run the boundary-line of lands ceded by 
to 
your churches, sing loud, pray loud, and 
The red people meet 
once a year at the feast of New Corn, 


the Indians, “ As to religion, you go 
make great noise. 


extinguish all their fires and kindle up a 
new one, the smoke of which ascends to 
the Great Spirit as a grateful incense and 
sacrifice. Now what better is your re- 


” 


ligion than ours?” One of the chiefs, it is 
said, received an Episcopal divine who 
wished to indoctrinate him into the mys- 
tery of the Trinity. The Indian, who was 
a “model of deportment,” heard his ar- 
gument ; and then, when he was through, 
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began in turn to indoctrinate the divine 
in his faith, speaking of the Great Spirit, 
whose voice was the thunder, whose eye 
was the sun. The clergyman interrupt- 
ed him rather rudely, saying, “ But that 
is not true, — that is all heathen trash!” 
The chief turned to his companions and 
said gravely, “ This is the most impolite 
man I have ever met; he has just de- 
clared that he has three gods, and now 
will not let me have one!” 

The valley of Virginia, its El Dorado 
in every sense, had a different settle- 
ment, and by a different people. They 
were, for the most part, Germans, of the 
same class with those that settled in the 
great valleys of Pennsylvania, and who 
have made so large a portion of that 
of culti- 
One 
day the history of the Germans of Penn- 


State into a rich ingrain-carpet 
vation upon a floor of limestone. 
sylvania and Virginia will be written, 
and it will be full of interest and value. 
They were the first strong sinews strung 
in the industrial arm of the Colonies to 
which they came; and although mingled 
with nearly every European race, they 
A 


rarely broken down has 


remain to this day a distinct people. 
partition - wall 
always inclosed them, and to this, per- 
of 
which marks them. The restless ambi- 
tion of Le Grand Mona “que 


haps, is due that slowness progress 


and the cru- 


elties of Turenne converted the beauti- 
y of the Rhi i 
desert, and the wr 

the 


ful valley smoking 
tched peasantry of 
Palatinate fled from their desolated 
firesides to seek a more hospitable home 
in the forests of New York and Pennsyl- 
vania, and thence, somewhat later, found 
their way into Virginia. The exodus of 
the Puritans has had more celebrity, but 
was scarcely attended with more hardship 
and heroism. The greater part of the Ger- 
man exiles landed in America stripped 
of their all. They came to the forests 
of the Susquehanna and the Shenando- 
ah armed only with the woodman’s axe. 
They were ignorant and superstitious, and 
brought with them the legends of their fa- 
therland. The spirits of the Hartz Moun- 
tains and the genii of the Black Forest, 
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which Christianity had 
tir 
wild mountains 
Old Dominion, and 


visitants which haunted 


not been able en- 





ly to exorcise, were transferred to the 


ind dark caverns of the 

the same unearthly 

the old castles 
l 


of the Rhine continued their gambols in 


some deserted in on the banks of the 


Sherandah (as the Shenandoah was then 
called). Since these men left their father- 
land, a great Literat 


osophy 


that 





have breathed 1 tropic upon 


; but that 


< 
4 
12 


in Ger- 


many has 1 into finest tissues 
on the brain-| s of Wieland, Tieck, 
Schiller, and Goethe, has remained raw 


material in t ent valley that ctvctel> 
es from New York to Upper 


Whole communities re i 


manners and ire much the same 


Alabama. 


yund which in 


with their a t who crossed the 


ocean. 








the troubl s | tl ack art 
iS Stlil pra i 1 in eir man- 
ners, and ’ e, they 
yet co ex rior a Wart 
hospitality, and t t r will much 
sooner be t l y from the door of 
the “ chiva 1 that of 

German i er. mea l by his blaz- 


Kanawha 





enjoys his L h gusto, and is 
miter ’ of his 
fence W within two 
miles of Natural Bridge who 
could 1 t! celebrated 
uriosity arkir tl q 
rreat mal T l that wa to 
the hills could not s¢ 
r he I 1 level country.” 
The first G n settler who came to 
Virginia wv J b Stover, who went 
there from P : nia, and obtained a 
it ol { ind acres of land on 
the Shi 1 5 as very shrewd, 
and does not at | justify the character 
we have a to s race: there isa 
story that n on his proper 
Teutonism. ‘The story runs, that, on his 
VOL. IX. 32 
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application to the colonial governor of 
Virginia for a grant of land, he was re- 
fused, unless he could give satisfactory 
assurance that he would have the land 
settled with the required number of fam- 
ilies within a given time. Being unable 
to do this, he went over to England, and 


petitioned the King himself to direct the 


issuing of his grant; and in order to in- 
sure success, had oi nan names to 





every horse, cow, hog, and dog he owned, 
and which he represented as heads of fam- 
ilies, ready to settle the land. 
esty, ignorant that the Williams, Georges, 


1 royal consid 





and Susans seel 





were some squeaking 


¢ in pig-pens, others 
braying in the luxuriant meadows for 


which they petitioned, issued 


is serious reason 


grant; and to-day there 
to suppose that many of the wealthiest 
around Wincl 


by 


and oldest families ester 


enjoying their lands virtue of 


etal 
tities 


given to ancestral 





ition of Virginia for the 


od immediately preceding the Revolution 
was one which well merits the consider- 
ation of political phil hers 


losop 





ars the extent of the territory of the 
Old Dominion was undecided, no lines 
being fixed ] ite a d Ohio 


between that St 


Virginia 


and Pennsylvania. 








part of both these State s } Ss; 
indeed, there seems to t n that 
State an hereditary unconsciousness of 
the limits of her dominion Th jues- 





tration of t 


is a period | 





eration in which society in the western 
part of the State went on without courts 
or authorities. There was no court bu 


of the m b. J 1 lees were er! 





juries by the community 


demanded. 


who grew from that vicinity ar 


when occasion 


things, and whose aut 











says, —“ They had no civil, mili or 
ecclesiastical Jaws,—at least, none were 





enforced; yet we look in vain for any 
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period, before or since, when property, 
life, and morals were any better protect- 
ed.” 
those who tell us that man is nought, 
government all. 


A statement worth pondering by 


The tongue-lynchings 
and other punishments inflicted by the 
community upon evil-doers were adapt- 
ed to the reformation of the culprit or his 
banishment from the community. The 
punishment for idleness, lying, dishones- 
ty, and ill-fame generally, was that of 
“hating the 
pressed it. 
to the ar 


offender out,” as they ex- 
This 


ia among the Greeks. 


was about equivalent 
It was 
a public expression, in various ways, of 
the general indignation against any trans- 
gressor, and commonly resulted either in 
the profound repentance or the voluntary 
] 


ex of the person against whom it was 
directed : it was generally the fixing of 


any epithet which was proclaimed by 


each tongue when the sinner appeared,— 
Fk oultongue, 


The nai 


recent case of this “ tongue-lynchine. 


Lawrence, Snakefang. 
ne of Extra-Billy Smith is a quite 

» 
It was in these days of no laws, however, 
that the 


practice of duelling was import- 
into Vil 


the State can trace no evil results to the 


ed ginia. With this exception, 


period when society was resolved into its 


simplest elements. Indeed, it was at this 


time that there began to appear there 


sions of a st 


urdy and noble race of Amer- 
icanized Englishmen. The average size 
of the European Englishman was sur- 
passed. A woman was equal to an In- 
dian. A young Virginian one day killed 
a buffalo on the Alleghany Mountains, 
stretched its skin over ribs of wood, 
and on the boat so made sailed the full 
length of the Ohio and Mississippi Rivers. 
But this development was checked by the 
influx of “ English gentry,” who brought 


The 


full of the conflicts which 


laws and fashions from London. 


old 


these fastidious gentlemen and ladies had 


} ks ar 
DOOKS are 


with the rude pioneer customs and laws. 
The fine ladies found that there was an 
old statute of the Colony which read,—* It 
shall be permitted to none but the Coun- 
cil and Heads of Hundreds to wear gold 
in their clothes, or to wear silk till they 
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What, then, could 
Miss Softdown do with the silks and breast- 
pins brought from London? “Let her 
wear deer-skin and arrow-head,” said the 
natives. But Miss Softdown soon had 
her way. Still 


make it themselves.” 


these new 
families shocked, when, on ringing for 


more were 
some newly purchased negro domestic, 
the said negro came into the parlor near- 
ly naked. 


extended controversies in the history of 


Then began one of the most 


Virginia, — the question being, whether 
out-door negroes should wear clothes, and 
people. The 


h it seems the ne- 


ixe other 


domestics dress 





popular belief, in whi 


' 
groes shared, wa it the race would 





perish, if subjected to clothing the year 
round. The custom of negro men going 
about in puris naturalibus prevailed to a 
much more recent period than is gener- 


ally suppos¢ d. 
isms of 


ated, and the danger 


One by one, the barbar Old 


Virginia were eradic: 
was then that eff y would succeed ; 


) . } 


but a better cl families began to 


yw that the Colony 





come from Eng 





was somewhat prepa for them. These 
aimed to make Virginia repeat England: 
it might have repeated s 


mething worse, 


and in the end has. About one or two 


old mansions in Maryland and 
the long silvery gr characteristic of 
the seed 
under Ra- 


and who reevarded 


the English park is yet found: 
was 
those 


carefully brought from and by 
centlemen 


who came 


leigh’s administration, 





their resi lence in these 
On 
¢ through one of these 


fields, startled an Engli 


es as pa- 


one 


triotic self-devotion. occasion, 


the writer, walki: 
h lark, which rose 
singing and soaring skyward. It sang 
the olden time. Governor 


a theme of 


Spottswood brought with him, when he 








came, a number of these larks, and made 


strenuous efforts to domesticate them in 
the neighborl od of Fredericksburg, Vir- 


He did not 


then we have hear 


ginia. su ceed. Now and 


1 of one’s being seen, 


companionless. It is a sad symbol of 


that nobler being who tried to domes- 
Virginia, the 


English gentleman. 


ticate himself in fine old 


hut 
Dut 


Te is now seer 
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little oftener than the silver grass and the 
But 
let no one think, whilst ridiculing those 


lark which he brought with him. 


who can now only hide their poor stature 
of F-F-V-ism, that 
inia gentlemen is 


under the lion-skin 


the race of old Vi 
a mythic race. 
of Eastern 








Through the fair slopes 
Virginia we have wandered 


and counted the epitaphs of as princely 


and as ever trod this con- 
tinent. 
' 


the crystal Rap 


men women 
Yonder is the island, floating on 
yahannock, which, instead 
euns which aim 


now, masking 1e 


of, as 
at Freed ns he rt, mce bor witne sS to 


the nol 


le Snot? ? {T° walt 





for the working- a Utopia in the 
New World. Yonder is the house, on 
the same river, f ning now with the 
cannon which « 1 the slave-shamble, 
(for the Richmond railroad passes on its 


verge,) where Washineton was reared to 
love justi e 


right its porch commands a marble shaft 


on which is written, “ Here lies Mary, 
the Mother Washington.” A little 
lower is the spot where John Smith 
gave the right hand to the ambassa- 


dors of K 





court-house the 





thundered for Liberty and Union. 

was when the brave men on whose hearts 
rested the destinies of the New World 
made this the tre of activity and rule 
upon the conti ; they lived and acted 


] rs © 
nere as 








and act, wherever it bears its rightful 
sceptre ; but 1 Vv ¢ > wa ks here as 
throuch t ) 1 ruins of some buri- 
ed Ni | id emerges to find the very 
sul ud, I Y who gar- 
nish the Ichres of uncestors 
with one hand, whilst with the other 
they stone and destroy the freedom and 
im itions V " fathers lived to 

uld and died to id 

And tl ; first black line 
n the sketch V 1 as it now is 
The t: | ’ { e present edition 
of Virginia, wl inhappily, has been 
for many years typed, may be 
found in a single entry of 
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“ August, 1619. A Dutch man-of-war 
visited Jamestown and sold the settlers 
twenty negroes, the first that have ever 
touched the soil of Virginia.” 

They have scarcely made it “sacred 
soil.” <A little entry it is, of what seemed 
then, perhaps, an unimportant event, — 
but | 

| 


The very year in 


10w pregnant with evil! 
} that Dutch 


ship arrived with its freight of slaves at 


which 


Jamestown, the Mayflower sailed with its 
freight of freemen for Plymouth. 


Let us pause a moment and consider 


the prospects and opportunities which op- 
I I 
ened before the two bands of pilerims. 


How hard and 
that received the Mayflower pilg 


Winter seemed the only season of the 


bleak were 





land to which they had come; when the 
snow disappeared, it was only to reveal 
a landscape of sand and rock lo have 
soil they must pulverize rock. Natur 
said to these exiles from a rich soil, wi 





her sternest voi e,—“ Here is no ream- 
Id mingled 


nust be mir 


ing breast: 
all 


from your 


sand with no g 
get 
own hearts 
hands!” 
How different was it in Virginia! Old 
John Rolfe, the Pocahontas, 


writing to the King in 1616, said,—*“ Vir- 


wealth you 
and coi 


your own right 


husband of 


ginia is the same as it was, I meane f 


the goodness of the seate, and the fertile- 


nesse of the land, and will, no doubt, so 


continue 


trey worthy of good report as can | 
» I 


as 

declared by the pen of the best 

a countrey spacious and wide, capable of 

many hundred thousands of inhabit 
: 


It must be borne in mind t 


idea of an inhabitant’s needs was that he 


should own a county or two to | , 


with, which will account for his m 








ate estimate of the number that could 

accommodated upon a hundred thousat 

square miles. He continues, — “ For the 
soil, most fertile to plant in; for ayre, 
fresh and temperate, somewhat hotter 
in summer, and not altogether so cold 
in winter as in England, yet so agre- 
able is it to our constitut that now 
t is more rare to hear of a man’s death 
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than in England; for water, most whole- 
some and verie plentifull; and for fayre 
navigable rivers and good harbors, no 
countrey in Christendom, in so small 


a circuite, is so well stored.” Any one 
who has passed through the State, or 
paid any attention to its resources, may 
so far beyond the old settler’s state- 
ment. Virginia is a State combining, as 
in some divinely planned garden, every 
variety of soil known on earth, resting 
under a sky 
ll 


with a Val 


that Italy alone can match, 
ey 


loam of the prairies: 


anticipating in vigor the 
up to that Valley 
and Piedmont stretch throughout the State 
navigable rivers, like fingers of the Ocean- 
hand, ready to bear to all marts the prod- 
uce of the soil, the superb vein of gold, 
and the iron which, unlocked from moun- 
tain-barriers, could defy competition. But 
in her castle Virginia is still, a sleeping 
bea 


uty awaiting the hero whose kiss shall 
recall 


her to life. 


labor has done for the granite rock call- 


Comparing what free 


ed Massachusetts, and what slave labor 
has done for the enchanted garden call- 
ed Virginia, one would say, that, though 
the Dutch ship that brought to our shores 
the Norway rat was bad, and that which 
brought the Hessian fly was worse, the 


most i 


atal ship that ever cast anchor in 
American waters was that which brought 
the first twenty negroes to the settlers 
of Jamestown. Like the Indian in her 
own aboriginal legend, on whom a spell 
was cast which kept the rain from fall- 
ing on him and the sun from shining on 
him, Virginia received from that Dutch 
chained back the 


ship a curse which 


blessings which her magnificent resour- 
ces would have rained upon her, and the 
sun of knowledge shining everywhere has 
left her to-day more than eighty thousand 
white adults who cannot read or write. 

It was at an early period as manifest 
as now that a slave population implied 
and 


white P :pulation. 


large 
And whilst the pil- 
grims of Plymouth inaugurated the free- 


rendered necessary a poor- 


school system in their first organic law, 
which n« 





renders it impossible for one 


sane person born in their land to be un- 
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able to read and write, Virginia was boast- 
ing with Lord Douglas in “ Marmion,” 


“ Thanks to Saint Bothan, son of mine 
Could never pen a written line.’’ 
Sir William Berkeley, Governor of Vir- 
ginia for thirty-six years, beginning with 
1641, wrote to the King as follows:— 
“ TI thank God, there are no free schools 
nor printing, and I hope we shall not 
have these hundred years; for learning 
has brought disobedience and heresy and 
sects into the world, and printing has di- 
vulged them, and libels upon the best 
governments. God keep us from both!” 
Most fearfully has the prayer been an- 
swered. In Berkeley’s track nearly all 
Henry A. 


yngress that no news- 


the succeeding ones went on. 
Wise boasted in C 
paper was printed in his district, and he 
soon became governor. 

It gives but a poor description of the 
“ poor-white trash” to say that they can- 
slaves cannot en- 
dure to be classed on their level. They 
~d and deerad- 


ive-owner 


not read. The very 





are inconceivably w1 


ed. For every rich sl there 


oht 


are some ei or ten families of these 


miserable tenants. Both sexes are almost 
always drunk. 
There is no better man than the Anglo- 


Saxon man who labors; there is no worse 
man when bred to 


When W 


animal than the same 





habits of idleness. ts wrote, 


* Satan finds some mischief still 


he wrote what is much truer of his own 
race than of any other. This law has 
been the Nemesis of the young Virginian. 
His descent demands excitement and ac- 
tivity; and unless he becomes emascu- 
lated into a clay-eater, he obtains the ex- 
citement that his ancestors got in war, 
and the New-Englander gets in work, in 
gaming, horse-racing, and all manner of 
dissipation. His life verifies the proverb, 
that the idle brain is the Devil’s work- 
shop. He is trained to despise labor, for 
it puts him on a level with his father’s 
slaves. At the University of Virginia 


one may see the extent of demoralization 
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to which eight generations of idleness can 
bring English blood. There the spree, 
the riot, and we might almost say the duel, 
are normal. About five years ago we 
spent some time at Charlottesville. The 
evening of our arrival was the occasion 
of witnessing some of the ways of the 
students. A hundred or more of them 


with blackened or masked faces were 
rushing about the college yard; a large 
fire was burning around 
of 


with 


a stake, upon 
A 
the University, 
with whom we were walking, informed 


which was the eflicy a woman. 


] 
gentleman connected 


us that the special occasion of this affair 
was, that a near relative of Mrs. Stowe’s, 
a sister, perhaps, had that day arrived to 
Visit Mrs. McGuffey. The 
effigy of Mrs. Stowe was burned for her 
The lady 
very much alarmed, and left on the early 


completing 


her relative, 


benefit. and her friends were 


train next morning, without 
their visit. 
“ They will 


our friend, 


close up by all getting dead- 
the Professor. 
* we asked, “why does not the 


rfere in this diserace- 


rot us lately,” he replied, 


Whenever 
tackle it on to 


powerless. 
they wish a spree, they 
the slav 


parents will pard 


ry qu stion, and know that their 
lon everything to the 
uth when it is burning the 
Stowe or Charles Sumner, 
rson who furnishes a chance 
ro arrest them ends only 


y 


suspicion of unsoundness on the 
professor who it.” 
Virginia has had, for these same causes, 


] 


vious development whatever. TI 


ne 


of 
and 


no rei 


people spend four-and-a-half fifths 


e arguing about politics 
of the latter being 
method of being bap- 

ther sudden conversions are 

the safest, — but they never take a step 
Archbishop Purcell, 


d to us, that, once be- 


forward in either. 
of Cincinnati, state 
he resolved to give a 
to the 


seven 


ing in Richmond, 


little religious exploration sur- 


rounding country. About miles 
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out from the city he saw a man lying 
down, — the Virginian’s natural posture, 
— and approaching, he made various in- 
quiries, and received lazy Yes and No 
replies. Presently he inquired to what 
churches the people in that vicinity usu- 
ally went. 

“ Well, not much to any.” 

“ What are their religious views ? ” 

“ Well, not much of any.” 

“ Well, my friend, may I inquire what 
are your opinions on religious subjects ?” 
said the 
Archbishop, “looked at me sleepily a 


“The man, yet reclining,” 


moment, and replied,— 

“¢ My opinion is that them as made me 
will take care of me.’” 

The Archbishop came off discouraged ; 
but we assured him that the man was far 
ahead of many specimens we had met, 
We never see an opossum in Virginia — 
a fossil animal in most other places — but 
it seems the sign of the moral stratifica- 
tion around. There are many varieties 
of opossum in Virginia, — political and 


religious: Saturn, who devours his off- 
spring, has not come to Virginia yet. 

Old formulas have, doubtless, to a great 
extent, lost their power there also, but 
there is not vitality enough to create a 
higher form. For no new church can 
ever be anywhere inaugurated in this 


vorld until the period has come when its 
chief corner-stone can be Humanity. Till 
then the old Virginia 


wander like ghosts, haunting the old ru- 


creeds in must 
ins which their once exquisite churches 


Nothing can be 


picturesque, nothing more sad, than these 


have become. more 
old churches, — every brick in them im- 
ported from Old England, every prayer 
from the past world and its past need: 
the high and wide pews where the rich 
sat lifted some feet above the seats of the 
poor represent still the faith in a God 
who subjects the weak to the strong. 


rebuilt, are 


These old churches, rarely 
’ 


ready now to become ‘ks imbedding 
fossil In these 


walks, and the snake glides away on the 


ro 


creeds. old aisles one 


pavement, and the bat flutters in the high 


pulpit, whilst moss and ivy tenderly en- 
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shroud the lonely walls; and over all is 
written the word DesoLaTion. Symbol 
it is of the desolation which caused it, 
even the trampled fanes and altars of the 


Civilization. [ April, 
human soul, —the temple of God, whose 
profanation the church has suffered to go 
on unrebuked, till now both must crum- 
ble into the same grave. 
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A CERTAIN degree of progress from 


the rudest state in which man is found, — 

dweller in caves, or on trees, like an 
ape, a cannibal, an eater of pounded 
snails, worms, and offal,—a certain de- 
gree of progress from this extreme is 
called Civilization. It is a vague, complex 
name, of many degrees. Nobody has at- 
Mr. Guizot, writ- 


It 


implies the evolution of a highly organ- 


t mpted a definition. 


ing a book on the subject, does not. 


ized man, brought to supreme delicacy 
of sentiment, as in practical power, re- 
ligion, liberty, sense of honor, and taste. 
In the hesitation to define what it is, we 
usually suggest it by negations. A nation 
that has no clothing, no alphabet, no iron, 
no marriage, no arts of peace, no abstract 
And after 


s are invented or imported, as 


t we call barbarous. 


n ucht, 
many ar 


among the Turks and Moorish nations, 


is often a little complaisant to call them 


,ach nation grows after its own genius 


nius, 
The 


1 each com- 


and has a civilization of its own. 
Chinese and Japanese, thoug! 
plete in his way, is different from the 
man of Madrid or the man of New York. 
The term imports a mysterious progress. 
In the brutes is none; and in mankind, 
The 


Indians of this country have not learned 


1 


he savage tribes do not advance. 


t 


the white man’s work; and in Africa, 
the negro of to-day is the negro of He- 
rodotus. But in other races the growth 
is not arrested; but the like progress 
that is made by a boy, “when he cuts his 
eye-teeth,” as we say, — childish illusions 
passing daily away, and he seeing things 


really and comprehensively,—is made by 


tribes. It is the learning the secret of 
cumulative power, of advancing on one’s 
self. It implies a facility of association, 


power to compare, the ceasing from fixed 


The 


tressed, when urged to de 


ideas. Indian is gloomy and dis- 
part from his 
habits and traditions. He is overpowered 
by the gaze of the white, 


The 


rowth is always some novelty 


and his eye 


oc’ asion of one of these 


starts of 


ao 


he mind, and provokes it 


that astounds t 
to dare to change. Thus there is a Man- 
co Capac at the beginning of each im- 
reigner im- 


l 


provement, some superior fo 
porting new and wonderful arts, 
Of 


an 


must 
the sym- 
he 
» sea-shore 


] 


teaching them. course, he not 


know too much, but must have 
pathy, language, and 5 those 


But chiefly 


has been the point of 


3s # 
would inform. 
to know 
edge, as to commer 

alw 


nations are 


the most. The I 


quires in the sailor m 
very fast, and the change of sho 
p is head of 1 
sense of his wigwam. 

Where shall we begin or end the list of 
those feats of liber ty and wit, each of which 


Thus, 


ypulation clears h 


feats made an epoch of history ? 
the effect of a framed or stone house 
immense on the tranquillity, power, and 
refinement of the 


" 


builder. A man in a 
a ill 


ad, 
i 


han the wolf or t 


aie 
he 


cave, -or in a camp, nom wi 
with no more estate t 
horse leaves. But so simple a labor as a 
house being achieved, his chief enemies 
are kept at He 


teeth of wild animals, from frost, sun- 


bay. is safe from the 


stroke, and weather; and fine faculties 
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begin to yield their fine harvest. Inven- 
tion and art are born, manners and social 
beauty and delight. ’T is wonderful how 
soon a piano gets 
frontier. Y« 
under a 


into a log-hut onthe 
u would think they found it 
pine-stump. With it comes a 
and 
head boys has written a hymn on Sunday. 
Now let colleges, 


heed ! 


these fine tastes on the basis of the pio- 


Latin grammar, one of those tow- 


now let senates take 


for here is one, who, opening 


eather all 
their laurels in his strong hands. 
When the Indian 


graded, a 


neer’s iron constitution, will 
trail gets widened, 

» a good road, — 
there is a benefactor, there is a mission- 
ary, a paci *, a wealth-bringer, a 


maker of markets, a vent for industry. 


The | ling thre four hundred miles 
i 1726 
1e ferocious 


An- 


inge from 


ands in 
blic order. 


» agricul- 


thers have 


husband- 
nh she 
finger 

his plough 
1 carried 
l, ‘ Mother, 

his that I found 
he mother 
we must be- 

hese people 

r success is 

h its educating ener- 
| ss, and guard- 
; is sentiment in 
mankii ower of a wafer or 
a drop of 1 r gluten to guard a letter, 
as it fli ver sea, *r land, and comes 
to its a 


broucht it, wok upe 


battalion of artillery 

n as a fine metre of 
civiliz tl 

The division of labor, the multiplication 

hich is nothing but 

+h man to choose 


ulty, to live 
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by his better hand, fills the State with use- 
ful and happy laborers, — and they, cre- 
ating demand by the very temptation of 
their productions, are rapidly and surely 
rewarded by good sale : and what a police 
and ten commandments their work thus 
becomes! So true is Dr. Johnson’s re- 
mark, that “men are seldom more inno- 
cently employed than when they are mak- 
ing money.” 

The skilful combinations of civil gov- 
ernment, though they usually follow natu- 
ral leadings, as the lines of race, language, 


religion, and territory, yet require wisdom 


and conduct in the rulers, and in their re- 
“ We see 


insurmountable multitudes obeying, in op- 


sult delight the imagination. 


position to their strongest passi 
straints of a power which 
perceive, and the crimes 
vidual marked and ] 
tance of the eart 

Right posi 


is another index. 


tion of wor 
Pov 
with a healthy mind read very easi 
) 


laws of h , and 


the sexes i icht relations of 

spect, and a severe morality 

essenti il ch irm womal 

cates : 

sacrifi 

conve! n and wit, in 

so that I have thoug 

nition of civilization to 

fluence of good women. 
Another measure of cul 

fusion of knowledg 


*, Overrunning 
old barriers of caste, and, by the cheap 
press, 


bringing the university to every 


poor man’s door in the newsboy’s basket. 
Scraps of science, of thought, of poetry 

i I 5 
are in the coarsest sh« 


et, so that in every 


house we hesitate to tear a ne wspap 
til we have looked it through. 


The ship, in its latest complete equip- 
ment, is an abridgment and compend 
of a nation’s arts: the ship steered by 
compass and chart, longitude reckoned 
by lunar observation, and, when the 


heavens are hid, by chronometer; driven 


* Dr. Thomas Brown. 
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by steam; and in wildest sea-mountains, 
at vast distances from home, 


“The pulses of her iron heart 
Go beating through the storm.” 


No use can lessen the wonder of this con- 
trol, by so weak a creature, of forces so 
prodigious. I remember I watched, in 
crossing the sea, the beautiful skill where- 
by the engine in its constant working was 
made to produce two hundred gallons of 
fresh water out of salt water, every hour, 
— thereby supplying all the ship’s want. 

The skill that pervades complex de- 
tails; the man that maintains himself; 
the chimney taught to burn its own 
smoke; the farm made to produce all 
that is consumed on it; the very prison 
compelled to maintain itself and yield a 
revenue, and, better than that, made a 
reform school, and a manufactory of hon- 
est men out of rogues, as the steamer 
made fresh water out of salt: all these 
are examples of that tendency to com- 
bine antagonisms, and utilize evil, which 
is the index of high civilization. 

Civilization is the result of highly com- 
plex organization. In the snake, all the 
organs are sheathed: no hands, no feet, 
no fins, no wings. In bird and beast, 
the organs are released, and begin to 
play. In man, they are all unbound, 
and full of joyful action. With this un- 
swaddling, he receives the absolute illu- 
mination we call Reason, and thereby 
true liberty. 

Climate has much to do with this meli- 
oration. ‘The highest civility has never 
loved the hot zones. Wherever snow falls, 
there is usually civil freedom. Where the 
banana grows, the animal system is indo- 
lent and pampered at the cost of higher 
qualities: the man is grasping, sensual, 
and cruel. But this scale is by no means 
invariable. For high degrees of moral sen- 
timent control the unfavorable influences 
of climate ; and some of our grandest ex- 
amples of men and of races come from 
the equator! il rezions, — as the genius of 
Egypt, of India, and of Arabia. 

These feats are measures or traits of 


civility ; and temperate climate is an im- 


portant influence, though not quite indis- 
pensable, for there have been learning, 
philosophy, and art in Iceland, and in the 
tropics. But one condition is essential 
to the social education of man, — name- 
ly, morality. There can be no high ci- 
vility without a deep morality, though it 
may not always call itself by that name, 
but sometimes the point of honor, as in 
the institution of chivalry ; or patriotism, 
as in the Spartan and Roman republics; 





ious sect 


or the enthusiasm of some reli 


which imputes its virtue to its dowma; or 
the cabalism, or esprit du corps, of a ma- 
sonic or other association of friends. 

The evolution of a hi 


thly destined so- 
ciety must be moral; it must run in 
the grooves of the celestial wheels. It 
must be catholic in aims. What is mor- 
al? It is the respecting in action catho- 
lie or unive rs il en l e I] ar the defini- 
tion which Kant gives of moral conduct: 


“ Act alw 1ys so that t} immediate mo- 


tive of thy will may become a universal 
rule for all intelligent beings.” 

Civilizat lepends on morality. Ev- 
erything good in man lea on what is 
higher Chis rule holds in small as in 
great. Thus, all our streneth and suc- 
cess in the work of « hands de pe nd 
on our borrowing the aid of the elements. 
You have seen a carpenter o1 ladder 
with a broad-axe chopping upward chips 
and slivers.from a m. How awk- 
ward! at what disadvantage he works! 
But see him on the und, dres ing his 
timber under hin Now, not his feeble 
muscles, but the force of gravity brings 
down the axe; that is to say, the planet 
itself splits his stick. The farmer had 
much ill-temper, laziness, and shirking 
to endure from his hand-sawyers, un- 
til, one day, he beth ht him to put his 
saw-mill on the « » of a waterfall; and 
the river never tires of turning his wheel: 


the river is good-nature: 
an objection. 
We had letters to s 


not go fast enouch, nor far enough ; broke 





their wagons, foundered their horses; 
bad roads in spring, snow-drifts in win- 


ter, heats in summer; could not get the 
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horses out of a walk. But we found out 
that the air and earth were full of elec- 
tricity ; and it was always going our 
Wway,— just the way we wanted to send. 
Would he take a message ? 


] & ] 7 
ad nothing else to do; 


Only 


Just as lief 
as not; I 


would 


carry it in no time. one doubt 


occurred, one stag: 


evering obje ction, — he 


had no carpet-bag, 


no visible pockets, 
no hands, not so much 


ry aletter. But, after much tl 


as a mouth, to car- 
ought and 
many experiments, we managed to meet 
the conditions, and to fold up the letter 
act form as he could 
ts of his, 
and thread, — 


in such invisible « 








carry in those invi pock 
never wrought by 
and it went like a charm. 

I admire still m 
the skill wl , on the sea-shors 


the tides drive the wheels ; 


than the saw-mill 


1 
, Makes 


and which thus en s the assistance of 


the moon, lik 1 hired hand, to grir 





and wind, and pump, and saw id split 
stone, and l 

Now that is the wisdom of a man, in 
every instan ol s labor, to hitch his 
Wagon to a ur, and see his « re done 
by the ore ls t I ves. That is tl 


we are strong, rowing the mig 





the elem« nts ] I $8 of steam, grav- 
ity, galvanism, light, magnets, wind, fire, 
serve us day by day, and cost us nothing. 

Qur as j I ot ¢ ot 
calling in tl ud of t magnificent 
helpers rl ( planet so sm 1S 
ours, the want of an adequate base for 
astronomical m rements is early felt, 
as, for example, in detecting the parallax 
of a star. But the astronomer, |} iving by 
an observ fixed the place of a star, 
by sO sii} expe nt $ wal ing 
six months, and then repeating his ob- 
servation, contriv to put the diameter 
of the earth’s o1 , say two hundred mil- 
lions of miles, between his first observa 
tion and his s¢ nd, and this line afforded 


him a respecta base for his triangle. 
All our art n to win thi 
We cannot bring the | 
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pleasure. 
them, that th: y never go out of the ir road. 


It is a peremptory rule with 


We are dapper little busybodies, and run 
this way and that way superserviceably ; 
but they swerve never from their fore- 


ordained paths,—neither the nor 


sun, 


the moon, nor a bubble of air, nor a 


mote of dust. 
And as our handiworks borrow the el- 
ements, so all our social and political ac- 


tion leans on principles. To act 





" 


anything excellent, the will must work for 


and univ ends. A puny 


1..}° 
catholic 





creature walled in on every side, 


but when his will leans on a princi 





when he is the vehicle of ideas, he 


rows their omnipotence. Gibraltar may 
be strong, but ideas are impr mable, 


bestow on the hero t 


I “Tt was a ( st yn.” said 
a saint in Cromwell’s war, “ that the best 
} } } Ay ’ 
courages are but beams the A shty 
iH h your wagon t i t us not 
fag in paltry wor ich serve « not 





} 
i LV l 
ts whi ; 


If we can thus ride in Olympian char- 











iots by putting our wor in the path of 
the cel ! s, we can harness al- 
so @€vil agents, the powers of dai ess, 
and force them to serve against their will 
the ends of wisdom and \ .» Thusa 
wise Government puts fines 1 penalties 
on pleasant vices. What a} fit would 
the American Government win the 
hour of its extreme need, render to itself, 
and to every ci lace und | let in 
the States, if 1 tax whisl and 
rum almost to the point of } bition ! 
Was it Bonaparte who said that he found 
vices very good patriots ? “he got five 





llions from th« 
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should be elad to know which of the vir- 
tues would pay him as much.” Tobacco 


and opium have broad backs, and will 


cheerfully carry the load of armies, if you 
choose to make them pay high for such 
joy as they give and such harm as they do. 

These are traits, and measures, and 
modes; and the true test of civilization 
is, not the census, nor the size of cities, 
nor the e1 


yps, — no, but the kind of man 


the country I see the vast 


turns out. 
advantages of this country, spanning the 
zone. I 
the immense material prosperity,—towns 


and 


ture of cit- 


breadth of 1 ‘rate see 


on towns, ut n states, wealth 


= 


ins dumped 


tecturali y 
Cuba, a 


from C 
estward to Calif 
New-York st 


l confl ce of workmen and 


DULIT DY 


lel » =_ 
wealth of all nati though stretching 


it towards Philadelphia until they touch 
t, and northward 


Haven, Hartford, 


until they touch New 
opi inefield, Worcester 


’ 


and Boston,— not t that make the 


ese 


real estimation. over 


But, when I look 


st ition of cities Which animate 
— a 1 and ] » Vitel 
and illustrate the land, and see how little 


the Gove 


tual hospitality, 
ig on man by 
nger or better- 
1 if influence 

f women, the invitation which experience 


ypen to youth and 


and permanent causes \ 


labor, — when I see how much each virtu- 
ous and gifted person whom all men con- 


sider lives affectionat j with scores of 


1 


excellent pt ople who are 


from hor 


not known far 
ps with great rea- 


son re hese people his superiors in 


virtue, and i 


hat cubic values 


their qualitic a 3 se W 
, 


America has, and in these a better cer- 


tificate of civilization than great cities or 


enormous weaith. 


In str’ 


vital refinements are 


Civilization. 


he symmetry and force of 
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the moral and intellectual steps. The 
appearance of the Hebrew Moses, of the 
Indian Buddh,—in Greece, of the Seven 
Wise Masters, of the acute and upright 
Socrates, and of the Stoic Zeno,— in Ju- 
dea, the advent of Jesus,—and in modern 
Christendom, of the realists Huss, Savo- 
narola, and Luther, are causal facts which 
carry forward races to new convictions, 
and elevate the rule of life. In the pres- 
ence of these agencies, it is frivolous to 
insist on the invention of printing or gun- 


powder, of steam-power or gas-light, per- 


cussion-caps and 1 es, which are 


toys thrown off from that security, free- 


dom, and exhilaration whi ha healthy mo- 
These arts add 


to house and 


rality creates 
a comiort an 
street | V; which 


kindles geniu 


backward al t we hek red 


yn, casts 
into 
the pr throws a 
shadow v flame 
of the Bud less the popu- 
lar measures ress will ever be the 
arts and the | 
But if th 
stand any on these te 


untry which cannot 
sis, -—— a ¢ ountry 
l with- 


flus¢ 


where knowledge cannot be di 
out perils of statute-law, — 
where sp¢ ,»— where the post- 
office is viol: i, mail-bags | ed, and let- 
ters tamper ublie debts 
and private debts out : of the State are 
repudiated, — wher ty is attacked in 
the prima 1eir social life, 
—where the } tion of the white woman 
is injuri y 

the black woman,- 

as they have, ar ll imported, having no 
rer is not 
j 


inds,— 


l._—that 


indigenous li ‘ re the ) 
secured in tl sown h 
where s 

country is, in all th respects, not civil, 
but ba 


climate, or coast can resi se suicidal 


ges of s vil, 


mischie Ss. 
Mora! ly 


dents of mor 


1d all the inci- 
justice to the sub- 


ject, and per Monté squieu 


says, — “ Co well cultivated, 


not as they re ierule, OUL as they are 
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more, tr 


the tilla 


Of civility 


of the 


their 


American 


» remark holds not less, but 
the culture of men than of 
And the highest proof 


: an : 
at the whole public action 


is directed on securing the 


of the greatest number. 

rn States have introduced 
the moral sentiments of 
by reversing this rule in 
tice, and denying a man’s 


The distinction and 

y constituted man is his 
ribed on all his facul- 

ie end to whi h he exists. 
r its fruit, 


50 a Man 


his affection into 


mains as the visil 
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sign of his power; and to protect that, to 
secure that to him, to secure his past self 
to his future self, is the objec t of all gov- 
ernment. There is no interest in any 

country so imperative as that of labor; 

it covers all, and constitutions and govern- 
ments exist for that,—to protect and in- 
sure it to the laborer. All honest men 
are daily striving to earn their bread by 
their industry. And who is this who toss- 
es his empty head at this blessing in dis- 
guise, the constitution nature, 
and calls labor vile he faith- 


ful workman at his e for 
such madness no for such 
calamity no solutix ur, and 
the Africanizatior ] 


permits it. 


anxiety and ster 
tempted to hold t 
civilization: a 


and the tenure 


tate, in which 
prisoners or slaves, a1 
in a few hands, mak 
have attempt 1 to 
of society und 


the less civilized | 
istence of the 


progress we have d 
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tion of man to the hichest powers, only 
to give him sensibility, and not to bring 
duties with it? make his 
knowledge practical? to stand and to 
withstand ? 
Is it 


will? “There are 


Is he not to 


Is not civilization heroic al- 
so ? not for action? has it not a 
periods,” said Nie- 
buhr, “ when something much better than 
happiness and security of life is attain- 


We live 


e. America is 


} ” 
able 
avie. 


in a new and exception- 


al a another word for 


Opportunity. Our whole history appears 
like a last effort of the Divine Providence 
in behalf of the human race; and a lit- 
eral slavish following of precedents, as by 
a justice of the peace, is not for those who 
at this 
ple. 
alarming proportion 
tent yourself with parrying the blows it 


hour lead the destinies of this peo- 
The evil you contend with has taken 
and you still con- 
aims, but, as if enchanted, abstain from 
striking at the cause. 

If the Americ: -ople hesitate, it is 
ices. The 


7 or advil 


not for want of warnir 
telegraph has been swift enough to an- 
nounce our d ters. The journals have 
not suppr‘ 
PI 


Neither was tl 


or of 


nt of the calamity. 
want of argument 
experie the war brought 
any surpris 1, it was not the 
fault of sen n the watch-towers, 
who had furt 

signs, th m 

enemy. Ni t] I anyt ing concealed 
lavery. To 


what purpose make vn big books of 


these statis There are already moun- 
But 


They bring 


tains of f wants them. 


veople di t Wal them. 
per] 


their o world. If they 


y in the brain, 
they are | lavery wh iey live; if 


of a nervous ineous temperament, 


they are abolit Then interests 


were never persuaded. Can you con- 
st, or the iron inter- 
reading pas- 

Mont sui u? You 
wish to s itisfy pe yple that slave ry is bad 
Why, the “ Edinburgh Re- 
view” pounded on that string, and made 


out 


vince the shoe inter 
est, or the « rt i t. by 
sages from M 


economy. 
its case forty years ago. 


A demo- 


American Civilization. 


LApril, 


cratic statesman said to me, long since, 
that, if he owned the State of Kentucky, 
he slaves, and 
Is this 
As a 


general economy it is admitted. sut 


he would manumit allt 
be a gainer by the transaction. 
new? No, everybody knows it. 
there is no one owner of the State, but a 
One m 


land and slaves ; another owns slaves only. 


, 
good many small owner in Owns 


Here is a woman who has no other pro 


prof 
ston I knew 


erty, — like a lady in Charl 
of, who owned fifteen chimney -sweeps 
and rode in her carriag l 

a vast inconvenience 

make any change, an 

and talkative, and 

and those less inter 

want of the 

It is like 
the interest of nati 


the interest 


from 


vation. 


of certai 
which tari 
terest of the few ove 


‘neral conviction of 


oe 
notes rob the , ul 
convenience that 
an 1 make belli 
posts. are 


but by 


ood al 


which it may 


make ¢ 


a combination 

ules to meet it 

history. We 
pere ption and « 
open their eyes wid 
ity, namely, to c« 
the human race, c: 
civilization. 

- 1 

parish 
of nece 


absolute powers « 


isting Administrati 
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most candor. It to be thanked for its 
angel irtue, compared with any execu- 
tive experiences with which we have been 


familiar. he times will not allow us 


to indulge npliment. I wish I saw 


in the people that in spiration which, if 
Governm« not obey the same, it 
would | ernment behind, and 


create on moment the means and ex- 
ecutors 1 Better the war should 
more d y threaten us, — should 
threaten ctur n what is still whole, 


and pu 


lass ‘ ] 
slaughtered oimel s, and so exasperate 


burned capitals and 


sXasperate our na- 
Scriptures written 


rts, whose k 


tters 


eyes in 
oe 
We cant 


have be 


emember that 

American 
when, if tates 
duty, Slave 


lmmova 


w demands. 


a ion j 
Phat is a principle ; 
rhis is a 


intrigue. 


puts the whole peo- 


luctive, amiable posi- 


I 
South in 


1 


in the 
ions with every man 

r with laborer. 
mpt to unfold the de- 
of emancipation. It 
at ability by sev- 

“19 } 

I will only 


advert t ling points of the argu- 
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ment, at the risk of repeating the reasons 
of others.* 

The war is welcome to the Southerner: 
a chivalrous sport to him, like hunting, 
On 


the climbing scale of progress, he is just 


and suits his semi-civilized condition. 


up to war, and has never appeared to 


such advantage as in the last twelve- 


month. It does not We are 
advanced some aves 
to trade, 


His laborer works for 


art, an l cvenera 
that he loses no labor 

our soldiers are lal 
South, with its inf 


most on a footing 


ulation with the Nor 
as we fight without any aflirmative ste 
taken by the Government, any word in- 


timating forfeiture in the rebel States 


of their old privileges under the law, 


side, for 


they and we fioht on the same 
Slavery. Again, if 


emy, — what then ? 


en- 
have 


» hin 


fever wil 


and the 


inter, we 


ssion of 


vet poss 
I oi nt of rebel 
But one weapon ¥ 


Congress ca 


at now 
home to protect thelr 
stay there, and your enemies will disap- 
pear. 
There can be no 


We fancy 


until this step 


] ] 
ndless de- 


is taken. 
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bate, emphasized by the crime and by 
the cannons of this war, has brought the 
Free States to some conviction that it 
can never go well with us whilst this 
mischief of Slavery remains in our poli- 
tics, and that by concert or by might we 
must put an end to it. But we have too 
much experience of the futility of an 
easy reliance on the momentary good dis- 
positions of the public. There does exist, 
perhaps, a popular will that the Union 
shall not be broken, —that our trade, 
and therefore our laws, must have the 
whole breadth of the continent, and from 
Canada to the Gulf. But, since this is 
the rooted belief and will of the people, 
so much the more are they in danger, 
when impatient of defeats, or impatient 
of taxes, to go with a rush for some peace, 
and what kind of peace shall at that mo- 
ment be easiest attained: they will make 
concessions for it,—will give up the slaves; 
and the whole torment of the past half- 
century will come back to be endured 
anew. 

Neither do I doubt, if such a composi- 
tion should take place, that the South- 
erners will come back quietly and polite- 
ly, leaving their haughty dictation. It 
There 
will be a lull after so loud a storm; and, 


will be an era of good feelings. 


no doubt, there will be discreet men from 
that section who will earnestly strive to 
inaugurate more moderate and fair ad- 
ministration of the Government, and the 
North will for a time have its full share 
and more, in place and counsel. But this 
will not last,—not for want of sincere 
good-will in sensible Southerners, but be- 
cause Slavery will again speak through 


them its harsh necessity. It cannot live 


but by injustice, and it will be unjust and 


violent to the end of the world. 

The power of Emancipation is this, that 
it alters the atomic social constitution of 
Now their inter- 
est is in keeping out white labor; then, 
when they must pay wages, their interest 
will be to let it in, to get the best labor, 
and, if they fear their blacks, to invite 
Irish, German, and American laborers. 
Thus, whilst Slavery makes and keeps dis- 


the Southern people. 
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union, Emancipation removes the whole 
objection to union. Emancipation at one 
stroke elevates the poor white of the 
South, and identifies his interest with that 
of the Northern laborer. 

Now, in the name of all that is simple 
and generous, why should not this great 
right be done? Why should not Ameri- 
ca be capable of a second stroke for the 
well-being of the human race, as eighty 
or ninety years ago she was for the first ? 
an affirmative step in the interests of 
human civility, urged on her, too, not by 
any romance of sentiment, but by her 
own extreme perils? It is very certain 
that the statesman who shall break 
through the cobwebs of doubt, fear, and 
petty cavil that lie in the way, will be 
greeted by the unanimous thanks of man- 
kind. 


fast to a bold and good measure, when 


Men reconcile themselves very 


once it is taken, though they condemn- 
ed it in advance. A week before the 
two captive commissioners were surren- 
dered to England, every one thought it 
eould not be done: it would divide the 


North. 


agreed it was the right action. 


It was done, and in two days all 
And this 
action which costs so little (the parties 
injured by it being such a handful that 
they can very easily be indemnified) rids 
the world, at one stroke, of this degrad- 
ing nuisance, the cause of war and ruin 
to nations. This measure at once puts 


all parties right. This is borrowing, as 
I said, the omnipotence of a principle. 
What is so foolish as the terror lest the 
blacks should be made furious by free- 
dom and wages? It is denying these that 
is the and makes the danger 


from the 


outrage, 

blacks. But justice satisfies 
everybody,— white man, red man, yellow 
All like wages, 


and the appetite grows by feeding. 


man, and black man. 


But this measure, to be effectual, must 
come speedily. The weapon is slipping 
out of our hands. “ Time,” say the In- 
dian Scriptures, “drinketh up the essence 
of every great and noble action which 
ought to be performed, and which is de- 
layed in the execution.” 


I hope it is not a fatal objection to this 
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policy that it is simple. and beneficent 
thoroughly, which is the attribute of a 
moral action. An unprecedented mate- 
rial prosperity has not tended to make us 
Stoics or Christians. But the laws by 
which the universe is organized reappear 
at every point, and will rule it. The end 
of all political struggle is to establish mo- 
rality as the basis of all legislation. It 
is not free institutions, ’t is not a repub- 
lic, ’t is not a democracy, that is the end, 
—no, but only the means. Morality is the 
object of government. We want a state 
of things in which crime shall not pay. 
This is the consolation on which we rest 
in the darkness of the future and the af- 
flictions of 

of the work 
destroy what 

It is the 
phers, that tl 


to-day, that the government 


and does forever 


natural philoso- 
oreces wear out in 
time all obsta ke place: and 
tis the maxim f histe ry, that 


always falls ; 


victory 
ought to fall; 
rch and progress 
+, no link of 
Nature works 


or, there is 7 

to ideas. But, i 
the chain can d 
through her apy and 
brains and 


elements ; 
ideas must wor! 
the arms of goo¥ rave men, or they 


are no better than dreams. 


Compensation. 


511 


Since the above pages were written, 
President Lincoln has proposed to Con- 
gress that the Government shall codper- 
ate with any State that shall enact a grad- 
ual abolishment of Slavery. In the recent 
series of national successes, this Message 
is the best. It marks the happiest day in 
the political year. The American Execu- 
tive ranges itself for the first time on the 
side of freedom. If Congress has been 
backward, the President has advanced. 
This state-paper is the more interesting 
that it appears to be the President’s in- 
dividual act, done under a strong sense 
of duty. He speaks his own thought in 
his own style. All thanks and honor to 
the Head of the State! The 


has been received throughout the country 


o 
1 
} 


Message 


with praise, and, we doubt not, with more 
pleasure than has been spoken. If Con- 
gress accords with the President, it-is not 
yet too late to begin the eman ipation ; 
but we think it will always be too late to 
make it gradual. All experience agrees 


that it should be immediate. More and 


better than the President has spoken shall, 


»rhans. the effect of this Messace be.— 
perh ps, t € of this Message be 


but, we are sure, not more or better than 
in his heart, when, thoughtful 


of all the complexities of his position, he 


he hoped 


penned these cautious words. 


COMPENSATION. 


In the streneth of the endeavor, 


In the temper of the giver, 


In the loving of the lover, 


Lies the hidden recompense. 


In the sowing of the sower, 
In the fleeting of the flower, 
In the fading of each hour, 


Lurks eternal recompense. 
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A MESSAGE OF JEFF DAVIS IN SECRET 


CONJECTURALLY REPORTED BY H. BIGLOW. 


Sditors of the ATLANTIC MontTuty. 


10th 


GENTLEMEN, — My leisure has been so entirely occu 
cy the Runick inscription wl ‘ 

mmunication, that I have not for 

it we are to do with slavery, a topick on which the 

gitated. 


I do not conceive tl 


» than ever a What my wishes and hopes are 


In possession of f 


it we are yet 
Acknowledging the hand of Provi 


that they are wiser than we, and am w 


w here reemen can 


view 


FESTINA LENTE 
yn a time there was a p 
1] ‘ 


all pout with flag 


h 
und the 
muskrats piled t 


iany a moss- 


Th 


> 


liwogs’ cor 


ctmen 
re al 


fo le le 


sent the 


acons of the 


batrachian ¢ 
! with bass tl 


how to make 


But vain was all thei 
] 


rheir old experience out of place, 


[ April, 


SESSION. 


March, 1862. 


my | 
wroblem of 
is at present 
r safe conclu- 
ttom them 
m sometimes 
is 


rT weight 
|, had I fol- 
ut of the 


mewnhat ani- 
t par- 


llowing 
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And, spite of croaking and entreating, 
The vote was carried in marsh-meeting. 


“Lord knows,”’ protest the polliwogs, 
“We ’re anxious to be grown-up frogs: 
But do not undertake the work — 

Of Nature till she prove a shirk; 

’T is not by jumps that she advances, 
But wins her way by circu 
Pray, wait awhile, until you know 
We ’re so contrived as not to grow; 
Let Nature take her own direction, 
And she Il absorb our imperfection ; 
You might n't like ’em to appear with, 
But we must have tl 





stan< 


1e things to steer with 





ro,” piped the party of reform, 
* All great results are ta’en by storm; 
lds her best gifts till 
ngth to make 


ject the A 
























TI , 1 
To have you thus to ft ted 
y was done e tails we pe 
Ar l ke dy opp 
\ each ph Ady nop} 
In faith rewarded to exul 
And wait the beautiful res 
I'oo soon it came; our 7 ig 
The theme of patriot bull-frogs’ song, 
Next day was reeking, fit to s1 
With heads and tails that missed each other, — 
Here snoutless tails, there ta ss snou 
rhe only gainers were the pouts 
MORAI 
T m lower to th her next 
Not to the top, is Nat te 
And embrvo Good, to ré ach full stature, 
Absorbs the Evil in its nature. 
Tt! k . ever give permanent pe 1 say to ¢ ‘ ‘ he 
extirpat Slavery therefrom, and that the occasion is nig but I I h 


or vindictively, nor presume to jog the elbow of Providence. No desperat é for me till 

















14 Prov pera i rn 
we are sure that all others are hopeless, — flectere si nequeo surEROS, t l lo 
make Eman at 1 reform instead of re ition Ww 1 a lit ’ , that we may 
have the B r States first, and then the non-slaveholders of the Cotton S n prin- 
] il seems to me irer than mi 5 na i i. 
i literal sense by statesmen, whose problem is t t ‘ 1 with as 
t xistir which has at least so much of heavy t tha not 
, Pre ent’s late Message, which at last proclaims t Gove 
the side « st and sound policy. 

As I writ news of our disaster at Hampton Roads. I do not w stand the su- 
pineness wl , aft uir warning, leaves wood to an unequal conflict with iron. It is not enough 
merely t t * we stick to the old flint-lock of tradition. I have ob- 

I l l ic t he Devil I to adopt 
latest € I and may thus take ev such at e-clecKe! B 
Butler at an a that, as gunpowder ma ur 1 ss on shore, so 

nour is | I ng its old enemy at sea,— that, while gunpowder 
robbed la \ ‘ yicturesqueness to give even greater stateliness and sub- 
limity to a sea-fight, armour bids fair to degrade the latter into a squabble between two iron- 


i 


sheiled turtles. 
Yours, with esteem and respect, 
Homer Wiieur, A. M. 


> s } 1 well 1 fi rot ’ ; 7 j i i 
P.S. I had w h forgotten to say that the object of this letter is to inclose a communi- 
cation from tl fted pen of Mr. Biglow. 
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I sENT you a messige, my friens, t’ other day, 

To tell you I ’d nothin’ pertickler to say : 

*T wuz the day our new nation gut kin’ o’ stillborn, 

So ’t wuz my pleasant dooty t’ acknowledge the corn, 

An’ I see clearly then, ef I did n’t before, 

Thet the augur in inauguration means bore. 

I need n’t tell you thet my messige wuz written 

To diffuse correc’ notions in France an’ Gret Britte 
An’ agin to impress on the poppylar mind 

The comfort an’ wisdom o’ goin’ it blind, — 

To say thet I did n’t abate not a hooter 

O’ my faith in a happy an’ glorious futur’, 

Ez rich in each soshle an’ p'litickle blessin’ 

Ez them thet we now hed the joy o’ possessin’, 
With a people united, an’ longin’ to die 

For wut we call their country, without askin’ why, 
An’ all the gret things we concluded to slope for 
Ez much within reach now ez ever — to hope for. 
We ’ve all o’ the ellermunts, this very hour, 
Thet make up a fus’-class, self-governin’ power : 
We ’ve a war, an’ a debt, an’ a flag; an’ ef this 
Ain't to be inderpendunt, why, wut on airth is ? 
An’ nothin’ now henders our takin’ our station 

} . 


Ez the fres at, ¢ nlightenedest, civerlized nation, 


Built up on our bran’-new politickle thesis 
Thet a Guv’ment’s fust right is to tumble to pieces, 
I say nothin’ henders our takin’ our place 
Ez the ve ry fus’-best o’ the whole human race, 
A-spittin’ tobacker ez proud ez you please 
On Victory’s bes’ carpets, or loafin’ at ease 
In the Tool’ries front-parlor, discussin’ affairs 
on the ba ks 0 Napoli on’s new ch Ll 
yur cocktails ; i 
jest a very 
* armies an 
* sovers to run t’ other w 
not be too over-pertickler in tryin’ 


sunt up the very las’ ditches to die in. 


ritters so base thet they want it explained 
: amount thet we ’ve gained, 
» could maysure stupenjious events 
sy the low Yankee stan’ard o’ dollars an’ cents : 
They seem to fi t, thet, sence last year revolved, 
We ’ve succeeded in gittin’ seceshed an’ dissolved, 
An’ thet no one can’t hope to git thru dissolootion 
’Thout some kin’ o’ strain on the best Constitootion. 
Who asks for a prospec’ more flettrin’ an’ bright, 
When from here clean to Texas it ’s all one free figh 


Hain’t we rescued from Seward the gret leadin’ featurs 


Thet makes it wuth while to be reasonin’ creaturs ? 


Hain’t we saved Habus Coppers, improved it in fact, 
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By suspendin’ the Unionists ’stid o’ the Act ? 
Ain’t the laws free to all? Where on airth else d’ ye see 


Every freeman improvin’ his own rope an’ tree ? 


’s ne’ssary to take a good confident tone 
With the public; but here, jest amongst us, I own 
Things looks blacker ’n thunder. Ther’ ’s no use denyin’ 
We ’re clean out o’ money, an’ ’most out o’ lyin’, — 
Two things a young nation can’t mennage without, 
Ef she wants to look wal at her fust comin’ out ; 
For the fust supplies physickle strength, while the sec« 
Gives a morril edvantage thet ’s hard to be reckoned: 
For this latter I’m willin’ to du wut I can; 
For the former you ‘ll hev to consult on a plan, — 
Though our fust want (an’ this pint I want your best views on) 
Is plausible paper to print I. O. U.s on. 
Some gennlemen think it would cure all our cankers 
In the way o’ finance, ef we jes’ hanged the bankers ; 
An’ I own the proposle ’ud square with my views, 
Ef their lives wuz n’t all thet we ’d left ’em to lose. 
pome s Ly thet more confidence might be inspired, 
Ef we voted our cities an’ towns to be fired, — 
A plan thet ’ud suttenly tax our endurance, 
Coz ’t would be our own bills we should git for th’ in 


But cinders, no metter how sacred we think ’em, 
Micht n’t strike furrin minds ez good sources of in 
N people, perhaps, would n’t like the eclaw 
n’ all turned into paytriots by law. 

ld buy all the cotton an’ burn it, 


ce, when we ’ve gut thru the war, to return it, - 


to take the proceeds an’ hold n ez security 


* bonds to be met at maturity 
in issue o’ notes to be paid in hard cash 

the fus’ Monday follerin’ the ’tarnal Allsmash : 
] safe air, an’, once hold o’ the col l, 
ur vile plunderers out in the cold, 

temp’ John Bull, ef it warn’t for the dip he 

j he banks o’ my own Massissippi. 

» could make, by arrangin’ the figgers, 

h yne-curre ney out of our nige 

ut it wun’t du to lean much on ary sech 

, l . ittin’ tu current a’ready, by ha 


a ir lo in out 
’d take i 
git sunthin’ out on it arter it ’ 
» need now more ’n ever, with sorrer I own, 
Thet some one another should let us a loan, 
Sence a soger wun’t ficht, on’y jes’ while he draws his 
Pay down on the nail, for the best of all causes, 
’Thout askin’ to know wut the quarrel ’s about, — 


An’ once come to thet, why, our game is played out. 
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It ’s ez true ez though I should n’t never hev said it 
Thet a hitch hez took place in our system o’ credit ; 

I swear it ’s all right in my speeches an’ messiges, 

But ther’ ’s idees afloat, ez ther’ is about sessiges : 
Folks wun’t take a bond ez a basis to trade on, 
Without nosin’ round to find out wut it ’s made on, 
An’ the thought more an’ more thru the public min’ crosses 
Thet our Treshry hez gut ’mos’ too many dead hosses. 
Wut ’s called credit, you see, is some like a balloon, 
Thet looks while it ’s up ’most ez harnsome ’z a moon, 
But once git a leak in ’t an’ wut looked so crand 
Caves righ’ down in a jiffy ez flat ez your hand. 


Now the world is a dreffie mean place, for our sins, 


Where ther’ ollus is critters about with long pins 


A-prickin’ the globes we ’ve blowed up with se« 
An’ provin’ ther’ ’s nothin’ inside but bad air : 
They ’re all Stuart Millses, poor-white trash, a 
Without no more chivverlry ’n Choctaws or Cr 
Who think a real gennleman’s promise to pay 
Is meant to be took in trade’s ornery way : 
Them fellers an’ I could n’ never agree ; 
They ’re the nateral foes o’ the Southun Idee ; 
I ’*d gladly take all of our other resks on me 


To be red o’ this low-lived politikle ’con’my ! 


Now a dastardly notion is gittin’ about 
Thet our bladder is bust an’ the gas oozin’ out, 

An’ onless we can mennage in some way to stop it, 

Why, the thing ’s a gone coon, an’ we might ez wal dr yp it. 
Brag works wal at fust, but it ain’t jes’ the thing 

For a stiddy inves’ment the shiners to bring 
An’ votin’ we ’re prosp’rous a hundred times over 
Wun’t change bein’ starved into livin’ on clover. 
Manassas done sunthin’ tow’rds drawin’ the wool 
O’er the green, anti-slavery eyes o’ John Bull: 
Oh, warn’t it a godsend, jes’ when sech tight fixes 


| 
1e-s 


Wuz crowdin’ us mourners, to throw dou 
wuz tempted to think, an’ it wuz n’t no wonder 

I tempted to tl t 

Ther’ wuz reelly a Pr vidence, — over or un ler 

When, all packed for Nashville, I fust ascertai: 

From the papers up North wut a victory we ’d gait 

°T wuz the time for diffusin’ correc’ views abroad 

Of our union an’ strength an’ relyin’ on God ; 

An’, fact, when I ’d gut thru my fust big surprise, 

I much ez half b’lieved in my own tallest lies, 

An’ conveyed the idee thet the whole Southun popperlace 

Wuz Spartans all on the keen jump for Thermopperlies, 

Thet set on the Lincolnites’ bombs till they bust, 

An’ fight for the priv’lege o’ dyin’ the fust ; 

But Roanoke, Bufort, Millspring, an’ the rest 

Of our recent starn-foremost successes out West, 

Hain’t left us a foot for our swellin’ to stand on, — 
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We ’ve showed foo much o’ wut Buregard calls abandon, 
For all our Thermopperlies (an’ it ’s a marcy 

We hain «1 no more) hev ben clean vicy-varsy, 

An’ wut Spartans wuz lef’ when the battle wuz done 


Wuz them thet wuz too unambitious to run. 


Oh, ef we hed on’y jes’ gut Reecognition, 
Things now would ha’ ben in a different position ! 


ou ’d ha’ hed all you wanted: the paper blockade 


Smashed up into toothpicks, — unlimited trade 


A. sper ie; 
in our land, 
ir hand: 


proph 


as 


Lurdpean pellic 





ry ’z mules, an’ ez hard in the mouth, 
us hev showed a mean spite to the South. 


hed best look about 


ll our people 
ud, an’ wun’t | 
[oombs is advancin’ to 
th a rovin’ commission to pill 
7 he winds all r 
, it’s our own knaves an’ ft 
used, — those for whetstones, an’ 
is’ chance is in puttin’ to test 
cattle up North an’ out West. 
But, Gennlemen, here ’s a despatch jes’ cor 
1 shows thet the tide ’s begun turnin’ agin, — 


Cornfedrit success! C’lumbus eevacooated ! 


I mus’ run down an’ hev the thing pr 


An’ show wut a triumph it is, an’ how 
"ll ’ thet cussed Kentucky, — 
ort Donelson, winnin’ the day 


ly oittin’ awa 
film away. 
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REVIEWS AND LITERARY 


The Sisters, Inisfail, and other Poems. 
AUBREY DE VERE. 


By 


London. 


Wuatever Mr. De Vere writes is wel- 
comed by a select audience. Not taking 
rank among the great masters of English 
poetry, he yet possesses a genuine poetic 
faculty which distinguishes him from “ the 
small harpers with their glees”” who coun- 
terfeit the true gift of Nature. In refined 
and delicate sensibility, in purity of feel- 
ing, in elevation of tone, there is no Eng- 
lish writer of verse at the present day who 
The fine 
in him with the 


surpasses him. 


is united 


instinct of a poet 
cultivated 

a scholar. There is nothing 
spasmodic in his verse; it is the 

pression of character disciplined by thought 


and study, 


of fancy quickened by r« 
] 


sympathies, of feeling deepened and ¢ 
by faith. <As is the 
glish poets since Wordswor 
impressions received 
various aspects of Nature witl 
sociations, and with fine 
he seeks out the 


spirit 
inner meaning 
ternal life of the earth. No on 
more truthfully than he thos« 
Nature 


ness and their exquisite variety of change 


beauties of which in their 


elude the coarse grasp of the common ob- 


server, and too frequently pass half unno- 
ticed 


and unfelt even by those whose tem- 


perament is susceptive of th 


fl thought 


influences, but whose 


d with the cares and busines 


it is especially as the poet 
and of the Roman Church, tl 
Vere 


volume ; 


last 


sub- 


presents himself to us in this 


and while, consequently, the 
ject and treatment of many of the poems 
contained in it give to them a special rath- 
er than a universal interest, the patriotic 
spirit and the fervor of faith manifest in 
them appeal powerfully to the sympathies 
of readers in other countries and of other 
creeds. ‘“‘ Inisfail’ may be regarded as a 
sort of National Chronicle, cast form 
‘ Its 
aim is to record the past alone, and that 


in a 
partly lyrical, partly narrative. . 


chiefly as its chances might have been 


sung by those old bards, who, consciously 


or unconsciously, uttered the voice which 


NOTICES. 

comes from a people’s heart.” In this at- 
tempt Mr. De Vere has had an uncommon 
measure of success. The strings of the 
Irish harp sound with the cadences of fit- 
ting harmonies under his hand, as he sings 
of the sorrows and the joys of Ireland, of 
the wild storms and the rare sunshine of 
her pathetic history,—as he denounces 


vengeance on her oppressors, or blesses 


the saints and the heroes who have made 
the land dear and beautiful to its children. 
The key-note of the series of poetms which 
form this poetic cl is struck in the 


ronicle 


fine verses with which it begins, entitled 


“ History,” and of which our space allows 


us to quote but the openi: 


g stanza:— 


2w, and waxing 


t it sobbed 


rous poems in the 
“The Bard Ethell,” 
his bard of the thir- 
his old age of 

, of his memories, 


» and his land had 


am Ethell, t 
Here I live 


am n t rial nt to 
Whom I hate 
still.” 
Here is a passage from near the end 
this poem : — 


of dust 
’T is an 


* Ah me, that man who is made 


Should have pride toward God! 
angel's sin! 

] » often feared lest God, the All-Just, 

Should bend from heaven and sweep earth 


clean, 
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tried. Her friends were standing 
round the bed in misery and helplessness. 
‘Try her wi’ 


band, in a not uncomic despair. 


been 


her hus- 
She had 
genuine humor, as well as he ; and as phys- 


a compliment,’ said 


iologists know, there is a sort of mental 
tickling which is beyond and above con- 
trol, being under the reflex system, and in- 
She laughed 
with her whole body, and burst the abscess, 
and was well.” 

Mr. Jeaffreson’s book might be better, 
but it might be worse. We cannot forgive 
him for his “ Novels and Novelists” and 
his “‘ Crewe Rise,”’ two works which go far 


stinctive as well as sighing. 


to prove their author a person of indefati- 
gable inccherency ; but we thank him for 
the industry 


which brought together so 


much that is very readable about Doctors. 


John Brent. By Turopore WintHrop, 
Author of “ Cecil Dreeme.” 


16mo. 


Boston : 


Ticknor & Fields. 


Ir is probable that we have not yet com- 
pletely appreciated the value of the bright 
and noble life which a wretched Rebel sharp- 
} 


100ter extinguished in the disastrous fight 
of Great Bethel. is a book 
which gives us important aid in the attempt 
conception of Win- 
Its vivid pag 
brave and 


“John Brent” 


to form an adequat 
throp’s character s shine 
throughout with the author’s 
tender spirit. ‘“ Cecil Dri 
embodiment 

and imaginatio 

us th 
man in the 


inbred poetry and x 
grander form of action 
scene is pl 


ed in the wild Western plains 
of America, among men entirely free from 
life ; and the 


] 


the restraints of conventiona 


book has a buoyancy and brisk vitality, a 


daring, and jubilant vigor, such 
are not accustomed to in ordinary 
es of American life. Sir Philip 
is the type of the Anglo-Saxon 


hero; but we think that Winthrop was fully 
, 
i 


iis match in delicacy and intrepidity, in 
manly courage, and in sweet, instinctive 
As to style, the American far 
A certain con- 
y affectation 
clouded the clear and beautiful nature of 
Sidney, 


tenderness. 
exceeds the 
ventional artifice 

when he wrote. The elaborate 
embroidery of thought, the stiff and cum- 


brous Elizabethan dress of language, with 


Reviews and Literary Notices. 


[ April, 


all its ruffles and laces, make the “ Arca- 
dia’”’ an imperfect exponent of Sidney’s 
nature. His intense thoughts, delicate 
emotions, and burning passions are half 
concealed in the form he adopts for their 
expression. But Winthrop is as fresh, nat- 
ural, strong, and direct in his language as 
in his life. He used words, not for orna- 
ment, but for expression. Every phrase is 
stamped by a die supplied by reflection 
or feeling, and not a paragraph in “John 
3rent” differs in spirit from the practical 
heroism which urged the author to expose 
himself to certain death at Great Bethel. 
The condensed, lucid, picturesque, and 
sharp-cut sentences, flooded with will, show 
the nature of the man,—a man who an- 
nounced no sentiments and principles he 
was not willing to sacrifice himself to dis- 
seminate or defend. A living energy of 
soul glows over the whole book, — swift, 
fiery, brave, wholesome 


of 


, sincere, impatient 
f all physical obstacles to the operation 
of thought and affection, and eager to make 
stubborn facts yield to the impatient press- 
ure of spiritual purpose. 

We cannot say much in praise of the 
plot of “John Brent,” but it at least en- 
ables the author to supply a good frame- 
incidents, 

The plot is 


ilities than probal 


work for his descriptions, and 
based rather on 
ilities ; but the men 
and women he depicts are thoroughly nat- 
ural. It would be difficult to point to any 
other American n l which fi hes i 
ents that can « i 

in this 
» Helen Clith- 


3 a masterpiece, 


ss with s¢ lents 
romance. T 

eroe from her kid: 
worthy to ran} finest passages 
, swift black 


a horse superior 


of Cooper or Scott. The fierce 
li “Don Fulano,’ 
to any which Homer has immortalized, is 
That 


ympathy with the 


tallion, 
almost the hero of the r 
Winthrop, with all hi 


i 
“ advanced ”’ ides 


mance. 


sentiments of the 
ists of the time, 
g and scribbling 


] 
i 


reformers and philantl 


was not a mere 


sentimentalist, is proved by his glorious 
idealization of this magnificent horse. H« 
ral and intellec- 


tual sympathy with his human rider, and 


raises the beast into a m 


there is a poetic justice in making him die 
at last in an attempt to further the escape 
of a fugitive slave. 

The characterization of the book is orig 


Gerrian, Jake Shamberlain, Arm 


inal. 
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Mormon preacher, are 
Hlugh Clither- 
Skimpole and 

the character is 
lew circumstan- 
rent, they are 
rnize as the old 
the conditions 
Hel- 


puz- 


changed. 
is a more 
; but, on the 
Ly that she is a 
J he 


ources of his 


sm iunhood. 


ibitation and 
n of his 
ded. 
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to publish, are now passing through their 
tenth twelfth 


reads “‘ Cecil Dreeme 


and editions. Everybody 


” and “ John Brent,” 
and everybody must catch a more or less 
vivid glimpse of the noble nature of their 
author. But these books give but an im- 
soul of Theodore 
but 


per- 


perfect expression of the 


Winthrop. 


they are still rather 


‘They have great merits, 


prom than 


They hint of a 


formance 
was denied full development 


acter, however, from which 


their 


shines adily 


vitality and their power 
through 


tions of plot and con 


r 
and 
thoug! 


Chrou 


branch of 
is rarer than the activity, t 
of the time might lead us to ¢ 


In no country 





Foreign Literature. 


tions of old books. Thus, Sainte-Beuve 
in the “ Moniteur,” De Sacy, Saint-Mare 
Girardin, Philaréte Chasles, Prévost-Para- 
dol in the “Journal des Débats,” not to 
mention the numerous writers of the “ Re- 
vue des Deux Mondes,” the “ Européenne,” 
and the “ Nationale,” vie with each other 
in extracting from all that appears what is 


most acceptable to the general reader. 


M. Sainte-Beuve may be taken as a type 
of the avowedly professional critic. What- 
ever he may accomplish as the historian 


of Port-Royal, l 


t is to his weekly articles, 


i 
informal and 


disconnected as they are, 


that he owes his high rank among French 
authors. , = 


‘Causeries du Lundi 


have now reached the fourteenth volum 


I'l 


approbation, 
ap 


it a poem, 


istice to the 


last volume of “Consulate and 


Empire,” or recent publication of 


the Correspondence of Buffon. The most 
important articles in the volume are those 
on Vauvenargues, on the Abbé de Marolles, 


and on Bonstetten. 


Of quite a different school is M. Armand 
Pontmartin, who, under the titles of 

‘Causeries du Samedi,” “ Causerie 
téraires,”’ etc., has now issued over a 
en volumes touching on all points of cor 
temporary letters, often very severe in their 
strictures. The last, ‘‘ Les Semaines Lit- 
téraires,” t contains notices of late works by 
Cousin, Al , Quinet, Laprade, and oth- 
ers, and concludes with an article 
Pontmartin represents the Cath 
ment in literature. He measures 
thing as it agrees or disagrees with Legiti- 
macy and Ultramontanism. His works are 
a continual defence of the Bourbons and 
the Pop 
pardon. Without seeking to deny 


Modern democracy he cannot 
cesses and shortcoming his own party, 


he finds an explanation for all in the level- 


© Causerices di 
Beuve, de |’ Acad 
torzi¢éme. Paris: Garni 
480. 
t Les Se a f ires. roisiéme Série 
s Causeri ittéraires. Par Armand de 
ntmartin. Paris: Michel Lévy Fréres. 12m 


r 4 
. oe. 


ling tendencies of the age. 
too severe on the first 
and its results. “In lett 


j 
I 


rence 


_ 


“it has led to materialism 
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» cannot be 
Revolution 
ie tells us, 


anarchy, 


while the Bourbons personify for France 


peace, glory,” ete. 
Pontmartin is an 
the side he has taker 


well characterized 
Past,” Chateaubrian 
de Maistre. His sp 


athy are writers lik 


at 


1 


as 


pamphleteers like Al 


Sainte-Beuve. 


The last he 
on Chi 
part of th 
giving a fulle 
production 
Suffix 
very 
thor seems to ha 


ip all the weakn« 


tory of literaturé 
It has been « 
wish to have wr 
all with exquisit 
be truer. 

“ Chateau 
under the I 


one lectures deli 


iége, whither he r 


ragments of 
* Revue des Deux 


ers the paper on ( 


L 
Revolution of 1848 
F 


ably defends those her 


1 


ri 


H 


ré 


the most interesting portior 


division. In this ars 
original letters, now | 


} 


time, casting much 


of that unfortunat 


I 


n 


Of more general int 


the pages on Chat 
was the fate of thi 
beyond measure in 


come the first judgm 


deals with him no ! 


] 


re 


be 


sentative of 


eves in and 


erature 
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already begun to deal with another idol of 


} 


the French people, Béranger. Sainte-Beuve 


has constituted himself judge, reversing 
even his own adulatory articles, as they 
may be read in the earlier volumes of the 
It is at best an ung 


grateful 
a reputation in the way 


auseries.” 

task to dissec 

in which we find it done in the present 

work. It mu em 
reader that the very man who in early 

ld utter flattery, who long 

the foremost ear should 


r “to seek the foot 


strange to many a 


sweet 
incense, 
lid drapery, and to 
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ed a systematic series of essays, begin- 


ning with the “ Chansons de Geste,”’ ana- 
lyzing several poems of the cycle of Char- 
lemagne, and followed by successive inde- 
Ages, the 
and modern times down 

It will be remembered 
that in 1859 M. Gerusez publish« 


pendent chapters on the Middle 
revival of letters, 


to the Revolution. 


tory of Literature during t 
lution, 1789-1800.’ 
prize Academy, — mucl 
e think, than tl 
hen we consider the 
over the literary effi 
*h more marked by 
ic productiveness of J 
It-We 


German writer Schmi 


ar issuet 


little connection 


-al order, should ha 


eeri 
would be 

As itis, w 
d book, regretting 


gone no farther. 
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Far otherwise is it with M. Saint-Mare 
Girardin. The eloquent Sorbonne profess- 
or has seen his fame increase with every 
new volume of his “‘ Course of Dramatic 
Literature.” We have now the fourth vol- 
“A Course of Dramatic Litera- 
ture ” It is the history of 
the expression of Passion among the an- 
cients and the moderns, by no means con- 


ume.* 


;—it is more. 


fined to the drama. The present volume, 
as well as the third, published several 
years ago, is devoted to the analysis of 
Love as expressed in different ages and 
by different nations, under the two divis- 
ions of L’ Amour Ingénu and L’ Amour Con- 
The first he had studied in the : 

of antiquity in his third volume, beg 

ning in this with the episode of Cupid an 
Psyche in Apuleius; then following uj 


hrough 


the moderns, the expression ¢ 
Ingenuous Love in Corneille, La Fontaine 
de Saint-Pierr 
André Chénier, 
For the last he fin 
Indeed, this effect- 
seeking writer, with all his genius, seemed 
less fitted than any one to exy 
ural and His Atala, who 
charms us so at the first reading, deals in 
As to René, his is the 
vain sentimentality parading its own in 


’ 


Mil- 
and 


ls more 


Sédaine, Bernardin 
ton, G Voss 
Chateaubriand. 


essner, ’ 


blame than praise. 


ress the nat- 
spontaneous. 
studied emotions. 
potency for higher feelings, a virtual boa 
f want of soul,—the sickly dissati 
tion of Werther, without his } 

excuse. M. Saint-Marc Girardin t 

ip his subject through lat i 

n in Madame George Sand and 
adame Emile de Girardin. He is par- 
ilarly severe upon Lamartine, that poet 
‘who for more than thirty years seemed 
best to express love as our century under- 
stands it,’ but who in Raphael and Gra- 
ziella destroyed, by disclosing too much, 
the power of his “ Méditations Poétiques.” 
On Conjugal Love the classic models are 
first consulted, — CEnone, Evadne, Med: 
— these characters being followed through 
the delineation of modern dramatists. We 
know of no more exquisite criticism than 


1, 


Analyzing 


the pages devoted to Griseldis. 


* Cours de Littérature Dramati que. Par 
Saint-Marc Girardin, de l’ Académie Francaise, 
Professeur 4 la Faculté des Lettres de Paris, 
Membre du Conseil Impérial de I’Instruction 
IV. Paris: Char i 


Tome 
486. 


Publique. 


2mo. pp. 
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the accounts of Boccaccio, Chaucer, and 
Perault, our author concludes with the 
play of “Munck Bellinghausen.” The 
last chapters, on “Love and Duty,” are 
among the most eloquently written in the 
For style, M. Saint-Mare Gi- 
rardin is second to no living author of 


volume. 


France. 

In this course we find an evident predi- 
lection for the models of antiquity. When 
a comparison is instituted between tlie 


ancients and the moderns, we feel pretty 
certain of the result before the writer has 
} 


Not t 
find a systematic idolizing of all that is 
; Modern 
In this particu- 


proceeded very far. lat we ever 
classic merely. Far fr 
writers are not ne 

lar a genuine service is done to critical 
literature. 

lecturers and historians were attacked by 


It often seems as if literary 
an zsthetic presbyopy. For them the pres- 
ent age never produces anything wo 
even a passing remark. The masterpi 
they notice must be old and time-honore: 
Not so in the present stu 
Ponsard finds his place side by 
After an appreci 


lies on the } 
sions. 
with older names. 
Lucretia of 
a comment the Lucretia 
have been played the week before at 
TY] 


vice done to contemporary letters, when a 


notice of the Livy, we 


on which 


éjtre Francais. Nor is it a slight ser- 
ster-critic turns his thoughts to works 
hich, if they do not hold the first rank, 
auth 
attracted all 


» talent of their ors and the 


, have 
Such are the writings of 
dame Sand. Of these, “ 

> «Ta Mare au Diable,” and “‘ La Pe- 
tite Fadette”’ are i 
the work 

. 


force of 


viewed with pra 

ation, while 
criticism is expended o 
ana,” “ Lelia,” and “ Jacques.” 

Whatever claims the academician Vic- 
tor de Laprade may have to poetic talent, 
he certainly sinks below mediocrity when 
he attempts to discuss the principles of 
the art he practises. 
good-fortune to be numbered among 


Since it has been 
his 
the illustrious Forty he has several times 
attempted literary criticism, but never so 
extensively as in his last work, “ Ques- 
tions d’Art et de Morale.”* This is a 

* Questions d’ Art et de Morale. Par Victor 
de Laprade, de l’Académie Frangaise. Paris: 


Didier et Cia 8vo. 
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series of discursive essays, a few upon art 
i al, the greater part, however, re- 


tters ; the whole written in a 
not without a certain charm, 
me for continuous reading. 





m in Art.” 








gainst the 


modern school of Realism. It is not the rep- 


iting war a 
resentation of visible Nature that the artist 


his aim must be “ the represen- 


must seek; 


invisible.’ He grows 





elo- 


tation of 


quent when he develops his favorite theo- 


and always s1 eresting 


eeds in in 








SUCCESSIVE 
author’s political opin- 


ions. he takes no pains to conceal them. 





K 5S in ‘ nst qua ity 
and universal suf traces the 
apathy of poetic creativeness in France to 
the sovs nty usurped everywhere ‘ by 





As to tl purely | erary essays of M. 


de Laprade, they may be read both with 





more pleasur 


than those 








in W i m the princi- 
ples of xst : Fren Tradition in 
I ature und “‘ Poetry, and Industrial- 

1,” a f si tive thoughts, and, 
c I ulf of the volume, 
mal] 3 t the pretentious nature of 


Merlet is a more modest 
e tendencies of the 
presents his first book to the pub- 


Réalisme et Fantai- 





tacking the 





at 





two extremes of literature. 


I'wo styles of writing, diametrically op- 


posed in every particular, have of late years 
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flourished in the lighter productions of 
France. Some there are who would seek 
to incarnate in letters Nature as it is, with- 
T he 


upholders of this doctrine is 


out adornings, without ideal additions. 
cry of the 
Truth 


imagination that colors all in unreal tints 


in art, war against the freaks of the 





The writers who have adopted such senti- 
ments have been termed “ Realists,”’ mu 
to their 


dissatisfaction Balzac was t 


greatest of them. Champfleury may 


called the most strenuous supporter of the 
a false 
air of truth, in this daguerreotype process 

When 


ht. 
ave Flaubert 


system. There is a certain for 


of writing, that seduces at first sig 





a man of some genius, as Gu 
in “ Madame Bovary,” t 
Nature, he 
h relief that the very novelty 


f the 


undertakes to pain 
volting 
and 


‘y 
ou o 


sets details otherwise r 


in su 





boldness 


attempt put us 


are in danger of 


vdimitting 





is beauties what, after all, are only au 


The other extreme into which the liter- 


in France has fallen is an 





he day 
like 


“King Voltair 


fancy. A writer 


Houssaye will write his 





or his “ Madame de Pompadour,” or Cape- 
ie his “‘ Madame dela Vallitre,” in which 


lgment seems to have been set asid 








and historical facts accumulated in some 





lream are stra 


pium 





rative representing 





as much truth as Orient ques 
the adornings of richly tapest 








extreme is even mort 

















the former, for it makes of letters a n 
plaything, and recommends itself to many 
by its very faults. Paradox and ov wn 
scenes usurp the place of the real. ‘I 
world presented by the exclusive worship- 
pers of fancy is little better than that 
“Pompadour” style of painting in w i 
the carnation-tipped che I 4 
and shepherdesses th at 
heal Rubens-like portraiture. Ther 
are dainty, well-trimmed lambs, with ] 

ty blue favors tied about their n just 


like dragées and bonbons As we 





among those opera-swains in silk hos« 
and those shepherdesses in satin bodices, 
their perfumes tire and nauseate, till we 
fairly wish for a good breeze wafted from 
some farm-yard, reconciled in a measure to 
the extravagances of the so-called “ school 
of Nature.” 

M. Merlet’s subject, it may be seen, is 
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of interest merely to the student of the 
latest French literature. A more compre- 
hensive study would not have been out of 
place in his volume. To those who may 
be interested in writers like Murger, Fey- 
deau, Houssaye, and Brifaut, the book is full 
of interesting matter. To the general read- 
er it may be of value as characterizing 
with fidelity some of the tendencies of 


French thought. 


We must not omit mentioning a work 
published in Germany on the “ Literature 
of the Second Empire since the Coup Et ut 
of the Second of December, 1852.”* The 
nature of this sketch could almost be predi- 
cated with certainty from the state of feel- 
ing towards France in the capital in which 
it was issued, and the encomiums it re- 
ceived from the Prussian political press. 
The author, William Reymond, who has 
proved himself no mean critic in some of 
his former essays upon the modern produc- 
tions of France, addresses himself almost 
to a German public. His 
work, as he himself seemed to fear, is not 


exclusively 


calculated for the taste of Paris, even if it 
were considered unobjectionable there on 
the score of the political strictures that are 
introduced, whether in the discussion of 
the last play or in the analysis of the last 
volume of poems. 

The truth is, M. Reymond, with much 
apparent praise, very nearly comes to the 
conclusion that the second Empire has no 
literature, and very little philosophy is 
granted to it in the chapter, “ What re- 
mains of Philosophy in .’ The 
Novel and the Theatre fare little better at 
his hands. 


Francs 


He has literally made a police 
investigation of what is most objectionable 
in French letters, citing now and then some 
great name, but dwelling with complacen- 
The 


influence of France, and of Paris in par- 


cy on what is deserving of censure. 


ticular, on the tastes of the Continent, irri- 
tates him. He seeks to impress upon his 
readers the venality of letters and the gen- 
eral debasement of character and of talent 
that are prevalent in that capital. Such 
is the spirit of these “Etudes.” The au- 
thor has, unfortunately, not to seek far for 
a practical corroboration of his theory, 

* Etudes sur la Littérature du Second Empire 
Francais, depuis le Coup d’ Ltat du deux De- 
Berlin: A. 


cembre. Par William Reymond. 


227 


Charisius. 12mo. pp. 227. 
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though it is but justice to say that the 
verses he quotes as characteristic are far 
It is to be feared that M. 
Reymond has rather sought out the blem- 
ishes. He has found many, we admit. His 
readers will thank him for his clever ex- 
position of them, satisfied in many cases 
to accept the results he presents, without 
feeling inclined to make such a personal in- 


from being so. 


vestigation into the lower regions of letters. 


“The Political and Literary History of 
the Press in France,” * by Eugéne Hatin, 
is now concluded. As early as 1846, this 


author published a small work, “ Histoire 
lu Journal en 


” 


Since that time 
he has devoted himself exclusively to the 
Though lib- 
eral in his views, he is not in favor of un- 
limited liberty of the press. 


France. 
study of French journalism. 


He believes 
it to be the interest of society that a curb 
“What we 


must hope for is a liberty that may have 


should be put on its excesses. 


full power for good, but not for evil.” 

The two volumes published in 1861 con- 
tain the history of journalism during the 
latter part of the French Revolution, under 
the first Empire, the Restoration, and the 
Government of July. The work may be 


said to conclude with 1848, as less than 
twenty pages are devoted to the twelve 
following. In this, 
writer has done all he could be expected 
to do. for the candid his- 
torian to utter his thoughts of the present 
Since the 


years however, the 


This is no time 


régime in France. fatal decree 
of the 


has | 


17th of February, 1852, the press 
ud only so much of life as the present 
sovereign has thought fit to grant it. Then 
it was that a representative of the people 
uttered the words, — “ We must overthrow 
the press, as we have overthrown the bar- 
ricades.” Such were the sentiments of the 
National Assembly,—not understanding, 
y, it de- 


that, when it struck at such an a 
stroyed itself. And, 
short time before the 
fate of journalism. 


indeed, it was but a 
tribune shared the 
Better things had been 
hope d on the accession of the present Min- 
ister of the Interior, but as yet they have 
not been realized. 
* Histoire Politique et Litt 
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